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THE    TEN    COMMANDMENTS. 

1.  Thou  shalt  have  no  other  gods  before  me. 

L\  Thou  shalt  not  make  unto  thee  any  graven  image,  or  any  likeness  of  any 
thing  that  is  in  heaven  above,  or  that  t>  in  the  earth  beneath,  or  that  *s  in  the 
water  under  the  earth :  thou  shalt  not  bow  down  thyself  to  them,  nor  serve  them ; 
for  I  the  Lord  thy  God  am  a  jealous  God,  visiting  the  iniquity  of  the  fathers  upon 
the  children  unto  the  third  and  fourth  generation  of  them  that  hate  me;  and 
.-hewing  mercy  unto  thousands  of  them  that  love  me,  and  keep  my  commandments. 

3.  Thou  shalt  not  take  the  name  of  the  Lord  thy  God  in  vain:  for  the  Lord 
will  not  hold  him  guiltless  that  taketh  his  name  in  vain. 

4.  Remember  the  Sabbath  day,  to  keep  it  holy.  Six  days  shalt  thou  labor, 
and  do  all  thy  work:  but  the  seventh  day  is  the  Sabbath  of  the  Lord  thy  God: 
in  it  thou  shalt  not  do  any  work,  thou,  nor  thy  son,  nor  thy  daughter,  thy  man- 
servant, nor  thy  maidservant,  nor  thy  cattle,  nor  thy  stranger  that  is  within  thy 
gates:  for  in  six  days  the  Lord  made  heaven  and  earth,  the  sea,  and  all  that  in 
them  is,  and  rested  the  seventh  day :  wherefore  the  Lord  blessed  the  Sabbath  day, 
and  hallowed  it. 

5.  Honor  thy  father  and  thy  mother :  that  thy  days  may  be  long  upon  the 
land  which  the  Lord  thy  God  giveth  thee. 

6.  Thou  shalt  not  kill. 

7.  Thou  shalt  not  commit  adultery. 

8.  Thou  shalt  not  steal. 

9.  Thou  shalt  not  bear  false  witness  against  thy  neighbor. 

10.  Thou  shalt  not  covet  thy  neighbor's  house,  thou  shalt  not  covet  thy  neigh- 
bor's wife,  nor  his  manservant,  nor  his  maidservant,  nor  his  ox,  nor  his  ass,  nor 
anything  that  is  thy  neighbor's. — Ex.  20  :  3-17. 

SUMMARY    OF    THE    COMMANDMENTS. 
Jesus  said  unto  him,  Thou  shalt  love  the  Lord  thy  God  with  all  thy  heart, 
and  with  all  thy  soul,  and  with  all  thy  mind.     This  is  the  first   and  great  com- 
mandment.    And  the  second  is  like  unto  it,  Thou  shalt  love  thy  neighbor  as  thy- 
self.    On  these  two  commandments  hang  all  the  law  and  the  prophets. — Matt.  22 
37-40. 

THE    APOSTLES'    CREED. 
I  believe  in  God  the  Father  Almighty,  Maker  of  heaven  and  earth.     Arid  in 
Jesus  Christ  his  only  begotten  Son  our  Lord :  who  was  conceived  by  the  Holy 
;,  born  of  the  Virgin   Mary;  suffered   under  Pontius  Pilate,  was  crucified, 
dead  and  buried  ;  he  descended  into  hades  ;*  the  third  day  he  rose  from  the  dead : 
ended   into  heaven  ;  and  sitteth  at  the  right   hand  of  God  the  Father  Al- 
mighty; from  thence  he  shall  come  to  judge  the  quick  and  the  dead.     I  believe 
in  the  Holy  Ghost;  the  holy  catholicf   Church,  the  communion  of  saints;    the 
•eness  of  sins  ;  the  resurrection  of  the  body,  and  the  life  everlasting.     Amen. 

THE  LORD'S    PRAYER. 

Our  lather  which  art  in  heaven.  Hallowed  be  thy  name.  Thy  kingdom  come. 
Thy  will  be  done  in  earth,  as  ii  is  in  heaven.  (Jive  OB  this  day  our  daily  bread 
And  forgive  as  our  debts,  aa  we  forgive  our  debtors.  And  lead  us  not  into  tempt- 
ation, but  deliver  us  from  evil :  For  thine  is  the  kingdom,  and  the  power,  and  the 
glory,  for  ever.     Amen.— Matt  G  :  9-1:5. 

*  The  place  of  departed  spirits.  t  The  whole  Christian. 
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PREFACE. 


The  object  of  The  People's  Hymn  Book  is  to  gather  in  a 
small  volume  the  standard  and  also  the  most  popular  of  the 
hymns  and  tunes  which  have  found  a  place  in  the  hearts  of  all 
evangelical  Christians.  Nearly  every  denomination  of  Christians 
has  its  hymnal,  which  in  most  cases  is  too  large  and  too  costly 
for  general  use.  To  meet  the  wants  of  Christians  in  family  wor- 
ship, in  Christian  associations,  in  gospel  meetings,  in  mission 
churches,  in  inter-denominational  gatherings  and  in  those  branches 
of  the  church  which  find  the  usual  denominational  books  too 
costly  for  general  use,  The  People's  Hymn  Book  has  been  pre- 
pared and  published  at  a  price  which  puts  it  within  the  reach  of 
all.  S.  B.  & 
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THE   PEOPLFS  HYMN    BOOK. 


1  L.  M.     Old  Hundred. 

Praise   God,   from    whom    all    blessings 

How  ; 
Praise  him,  all  creatures  here  below; 
Praise  him  above,  ye  heavenly  host; 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 

Thomas    Ki;\. 

2  L-  M.     Psalm  117.     Old  Hundred. 

1  From  all  that  dwell  below  the  skies, 
Let  the  Creator's  praise  arise  ; 

Let  the  Redeemer's  name  be  sung 
Through  every  land  by  every  tongue. 

2  Eternal  are  thy  mercies,  Lord ; 
Eternal  truth  attends  thy  word ; 

Thy  praise  shall  sound  from  shore  to 

shore, 
Till  suns  shall  rise  and  set  no  more. 
Isaac  Watts. 

3  L.  M.      Old  Hundred. 

1  Before  Jehovah's  awful  throne, 
Ye  nations  bow  with  sacred  joy: 
Know  that  the  Lord  is  God  alone ; 
He  can  create,  and  he  destroy. 

2  His  sovereign  power,  without  our  aid, 
Made  us  of  clay,  and  formed  us  men  ; 
And  when   like  wandering   sheep  we 

strayed, 
He  brought  us  to  his  fold  again. 

3  We  are  his  people,  we  his  care, 
Our  souls,  and  all  our  mortal  frame: 
What  lasting  honors  shall  we  rear, 
Almighty  Maker,  to  thy  name  ? 

4  We'll  crowd  thy  gates  with  thankful 

songs, 
High  as  the  heaven  our  voices  raise ; 
And    earth,   with    her    ten    thousand 

tongues,  [praise. 

Shall   fill   thy   courts    with    sounding 
Isaac  Watts. 

4     L.  M.     Psalm  100.     Monmouth. 

1  Ye  nations  round  the  earth,  rejoice 
Before  the  Lord,  your  sovereign  King  ; 
Serve   him  with   cheerful   heart   and 

voice ; 
With  all  your  tongues  his  glory  sing. 

2  The  Lord  is  God  ;  'tis  he  alone 
Doth  life  and  breath  and  being  give; 
We  are  his  work,  and  not  our  own, 
The  sheep  that  on  his  pastures  live. 

3  Enter  his  gates  with  songs  of  joy  ; 
With  praises  to  his  courts  repair: 
And  make  it  your  divine  employ 

To  pay  your  thanks  and  honors  there. 
Isaac  Watts. 


|  5     L.  M.     Pmlm  100.     Old  Hundred. 

1  All  people  thai  on  earth  do  dwell, 

Sing  tO  the  Lord  witli  cheerful  voire: 
Him  serve  with  mirth,  his  praise  forth 
Come  ye  before  him  and  rejoice.    [  tell  ; 

2  Know  that  the  Lord  is  God  indeed; 
Without  our  aid  he  did  us  make; 
We  are  his  Hock,  he  doth  us  \'vcd} 
And  for  his  sheep,  he  doth  us  take. 

3  Oh,  enter  then  his  gates  with  praise, 
Approach  with  joy  his  courts  unto, 
Praise,    laud,    and     bless     his     name 

always, 
For  it  is  seemly  so  to  do. 

4  For  why  ?  the  Lord  our  God  is  good, 
His  mercy  is  forever  sure  ; 

His  truth  at  all  times  firmly  stood, 
And  shall  from  age  to  age  endure. 

William  Kethe.  (?) 
6     L.  M.     Rockingham. 

1  Where  two  or  three,  with  sweet  accord, 
Obedient  to  their  sovereign  Lord, 
Meet  to  recount  his  acts  of  grace, 
And  offer  solemn  prayer  and  praise — 

2  There,  says  the  Saviour,  will  I  be, 
Amid  this  little  company  ; 

To  them  unveil  my  shining  face, 
And  shed  my  glories  round  the  place. 

3  We  meet  at  thy  command,  dear  Lord, 
Belying  on  thy  faithful  word  : 

Now  send  thy  Spirit  from  above, 
Now  fill  our  hearts  with  heav'nly  love. 
S.  Stennett. 

"7     8s,  7s  &  4s.     Sicilian  Hymn,  p.  62. 

1  In  thy  name,  O  Lord,  assembling, 

We,  thy  people,  now  draw  near, 
Teach  us  to  rejoice  with  trembling; 

Speak,  and  let  thy  servants  hear, 
Hear  with  meekness, 
Hear  thy  word  with  godly  fear. 

2  While  our  days  on  earth  are  length- 

ened, 
May  we  give  them,  Lord,  to  thee  ; 
Cheered  by  hope,  and  daily  strength- 
May  we  run,  nor  weary  be,        [ened 
Till  thy  glory 
Without  clouds  in  heaven  we  see. 

3  There,  in  worship  purer,  sweeter, 

Thee  thy  people  shall  adore  ; 
Tasting  of  enjoyment  greater 

Far  than  thought  conceived  before; 
Lull  enjoyment, 
Full,  unmixed,  and  evermore. 

Thomas  Kki.i.y. 
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L.  Mason. 


BRETBY.      L.  M. 


Russian  National  Air. 
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Q      L.  M.      Missionary  Chant. 

1  Jesus  shall  reign  where'er  the  sun 
Does  his  successive  journeys  run  ; 

His   kingdom   stretch    from    shore   to 

shore,       .  [more. 

Till  moons  shall   wax   and   wane    do 

2  For  him  shall  endless  prayer  he  made. 
And  praises  throng  to  crown  his  head  : 
His  name,  like  sweet  perfume,  shall  rise 
With  every  morning  sacrifice. 

3  People  and  realms  of  every  tongue 
Dwell  on  his  love  with  sweetest  song, 
And  infant  voices  shall  proclaim 
Their  early  blessings  on  his  name. 

4  Blessings  abound  where'er  he  reigns  ; 
The  prisoner  leaps  to  loose  his  chains, 
The  weary  find  eternal  rest, 

And  all  the  sons  of  want  are  blest. 

5  Let  every  creature  rise,  and  bring 
Peculiar  honors  to  our  King ; 
Angels  descend  with  songs  again, 
And  earth  repeat  the  loud  Amen. 

Isaac  Watts. 

Q     L.  M.     Missionary  Chant. 

1  Jesus,  thy  boundless  love  to  me 

No  thought  can  reach,  no  tongue  de- 
clare ; 
Oh,  knit  my  thankful  heart  to  thee, 
And  reign  without  a  rival  there. 

2  Thy  love,  how  cheering  is  its  ray  ! 
All  pain  before  its  presence  flies : 
Care,  anguish,  sorrow,  melt  away, 
Where'er  its  healing  beams  arise. 

3  Oh,  let  thy  love  my  soul  inflame, 
And  to  thy  service  sweetly  bind ; 
Transfuse  it  through  my  inmost  frame, 
And  mould  me  wholly  to  thy  mind. 

4  Thy  love  in  sufferings  be  my  peace ; 
Thy  love  in  weakness  make  me  strong  : 
And  when  the  storms  of  life  shall  cease, 
Thy  love  shall  be  my  heaven  and  song. 

John  Wesley. 


XO     L.  M.     Tains' Evening  Hymn. 

1  Glory  to  thee,  my  God,  this  night, 
For  all  the  blessings  of  the  light : 
Keep  me,  oh,  keep  me,  King  of  kings, 
I|eneath  thine  own  almighty  wings. 

2  Fprgive  me,  Lord,  for  thy  dear  Son, 
The  ill  that  I  this  day  have  done ; 
That  with  the  world,  myself,  and  thee, 
I,  ere  I  sleep,  at  peace  may  be. 


.">  Teach  iuc  to  live  that  I  may  dread, 
The  grave  as  little  as  my  bed  : 

Teach  me  to  die,  that  so  I  may 
Rise  glorious  at  the  awful  day. 

-I   <  >h,  may  my  soul  on  thee  r«] 

Ami  may  sweel  sleep  mine  eyelids  close, 
Sleep,  that  shall  me  more  vigorous  make, 
To  serve  my  God  when  1  awake. 

Thomas  Ki  v 


II     L.  M.      Tall  is'  Evening  Hymn. 

1  Great  God,  to  thee  my  evening  song 
With  humble  gratitude  I  raise; 

( >h,  let  thy  mercy  tune  my  tongue, 
And  fill  my  heart  with  lively  praise. 

2  My  days  unclouded  as  they  pass, 
And  every  gentle,  rolling  hour, 
Are  monuments  of  wondrous  grace, 
And  witness  to  thy  love  and  power. 

3  And    yet    this  thoughtless,   wretched 

heart, 
Too  oft  regardless  of  thy  love, 
Ungrateful,  can  from  thee  depart, 
And,  fond  of  trifles,  vainly  rove. 

4  Seal  my  forgiveness  in  the  blood 
Of  Jesus;  his  dear  name  alone 

I  plead  for  pardon,  gracious  God, 
And  kind  acceptance  at  thy  throne. 

5  Let  this  blest  hope  mine  eyelids  close  ; 
With  sleep  refresh  my  feeble  frame ; 
Safe  in  thy  care  may  I  repose, 

And  wake  with  praises  to  thy  name ! 
Ajsne  Steele. 


12     L.  M.     Hebron. 

1  Jesus,  and  shall  it  ever  be, 

A  mortal  man  ashamed  of  thee? 
Ashamed  of  thee  whom  angels  praise, 
Whose  glories  shine  through  endless 
days  ? 

2  Ashamed  of  Jesus! — that  dear  Friend 
On  whom  my  hopes  of  heaven  depend  ! 
No;  when  I  blush,  be  this  my  shame, 
That  I  no  more  revere  his  name. 

3  Ashamed  of  Jesus ! — yes,  I  may, 
When  I've  no  guilt  to  wash  away, 
No  tear  to  wipe,  no  good  to  crave, 
No  fears  to  quell,  no  soul  to  save. 

4  Till  then — nor  is  my  boasting  vain — 
Till  then,  I  boast  a  Saviour  slain  ; 
And  oh,  may  this  my  glory  he. 
That  Christ  is  not  ashamed  of  inc. 

Josxpb  Grigo. 
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13  L.  M.     Psalm  92.     Gratitude. 

1  Sweet  is  the  work,  my  God,  my  King, 
To  praise  thy  name,  give  thanks  and 

sing, 
To  show  thy  love  by  morning  light, 
And  talk  of  all  thy  truth  at  night. 

2  My  heart  shall  triumph  in  my  Lord, 
And  bless  his  works,  and  bless  his  word ; 
Thy  works  of  graee  how  bright  they 

shine! 
How  deep  thy  counsels,  how  divine ! 

3  But  I  shall  share  a  glorious  part 
When  grace  hath  well  refined  my  heart, 
And  fresh  supplies  of  joy  are  shed, 
Like  holy  oil,  to  cheer  my  head. 

4  Sin,  my  worst  enemy  before, 

Shall  vex  my  eyes  and  ears  no  more ; 
My  inward  foes  shall  all  be  slain, 
Nor  Satan  break  my  peace  again. 

5  Then  shall  I  see,  and  hear,  and  know 
All  I  desired  or  wished  below ; 

And  every  power  find  sweet  employ 
In  that  eternal  world  of  joy. 

Isaac  Watts. 

14  L.M. 

1  I  know  that  my  Redeemer  lives : 
What  comfort  this  sweet  sentence  gives, 
He  lives,  he  lives,  who  once  was  dead ; 
He  lives,  my  ever-living  Head ! 

2  He  lives  to  bless  me  with  his  love ; 
He  lives  to  plead  for  me  above ; 
He  lives,  my  hungry  soul  to  feed, 
He  lives,  to  help  in  time  of  need. 

3  He  lives,  my  kind,  my  faithful  friend ; 
He  lives,  and  loves  me  to  the  end. 

He  lives,  and  while  he  lives  I'll  sing; 
He  lives,  my  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King. 

4  He  lives,  all  glory  to  his  name ; 
He  lives,  my  Jesus,  still  the  same  ; 
Oh,  the  sweet  joy  this  sentence  gives, 
"  I  know  that  my  Redeemer  lives." 

Samuel  Medley. 

15  L..M. 

1  Dismiss  us  with  thy  blessing,  Lord  ; 
Help  us  to  feed  upon  thy  word  ; 
All  that  has  been  amiss  forgive, 
And  let  thy  truth  within  us  live. 

2  Though  we  are  guilty,  thou  art  good ; 
Wash  all  our  works  in  Jesus'  blood  ; 
Give  every  fettered  soul  release, 
And  bid  us  all  depart  in  peace. 

Joseph  Hart. 


16      I>   M- 

1  My  dear  Redeemer  and  my  I/^rd, 
I  read  my  duty  in  thy  word, 

But  in  thy  lite  the  law  appears 

Drawn  out  in  living  characters. 

2  Such  was  thy  truth,  and  such  thy  zeal, 

Such  deference  to  thy  Father's  will, 
Such  love,  and  meekness  so  divine, 
I    woidd    transcribe    ana    make    them 


3  Cold  mountains  and  the  midnight  air 
Witnessed  the  fervor  of  thy  prayer: 
The  desert  thy  temptations  knew, 
Thy  conflict  and  thy  victory  too. 

4  Be  thou  my  pattern  ;  make  me  bear 
More  of  thy  gracious  image  here ; 
Then   God  the  Judge  shall  own  my 

name, 
Among  the  followers  of  the  Lamb. 

Isaac  Watts. 
1"7     L.  M.     Federal  Street. 

1  When  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross 
On  which  the  Prince  of  glory  died, 
My  richest  gain  I  count  but  loss, 
And  pour  contempt  on  all  my  pride. 

2  Forbid  it,  Lord,  that  I  should  boast, 
Save  in  the  death  of  Christ  my  God; 
All  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  most, 
I  sacrifice  them  to  his  blood. 

3  See  from  his  head,  his  hands,  his  feet, 
Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingled  down; 
Did  e'er  such  love  and  sorrow  meet, 
Or  thorns  compose  so  rich  a  crown  ? 

4  Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine, 
That  were  a  present  far  too  small  ; 
Love  so  amazing,  so  divine 
Demands  my  soul,  my  life,  my  all. 

Isaac  Watts. 
18     L.  M.     Psalm  51. 

1  A  broken  heart,  my  God,  my  King, 
Is  all  the  sacrifice  I  bring; 

The  God  of  graee  will  ne'er  despise 
A  broken  heart  for  sacrifice. 

2  My  soul  lies  humbled  in  the  dust, 
And  owns  thy  dreadful  sentence  just ; 
Look  down,  O  Lord,  with  pitying  eye, 
And  save  the  soul  condemned  to  die. 

3  Create  my  nature  pure  within, 
And  form  my  soul  averse  to  sin ; 
Let  thy  good  Spirit  ne'er  depart, 
Nor  hide  thy  presence  from  my  heart 

4  Then  will  1  teach  the  world  thy  way-.; 
Sinners  shall  learn  thy  sovereign  grace; 
I'll  lead  them  to  my  Saviour's  blood. 
And  they  shall  praise  a  pardoning  (  tod. 

Isaac  Watts. 


10  THE   PEOPLES  HYMN  BOOK. 

HURSLEY.      L.  M. 


Haydn. 


J  J  J,..   .i._to 


^3 


^   ^   ^ 


5? 


R^ 


A-nien. 


^ 


«T 


I       I       I 


'     '{     1 1—1 " ^ 

W.  B.  Bradbury. 


REST.      L.  M, 


m 


A 


A U 


P=3= 


JF=f=^ 


&      £      S    + 


*      %      % 


S 


.-  ?  <* 


P     ?^  ~s~ 


■&:     +    1L 


-S tS »- 


£ 


i       i      -^ 


^ 


i      I      ! 


*=ET 


^— *— g— * 


•;>  I 


^^— *^-^ 


-•»* — • 'm — I 


i — ■-f 


WARD.      L.  M. 

L.  Mason. 

n— i 1 '     1  |    1     J     1, n 

*£     ■*■-  wj      ■■■J1     ra 

f    d    ^_  afc^  •   *    d — tgl  g 11 

2  r  r  r  "        '    '    i 

:-*-i — H~r — ' ■ '  f 

THE   PEOPLE'S    IIV.MX   BOOK. 


II 


19  L.  M.— Hwdey. 

1  Sun  of  my  soul,  thou  Saviour  dear, 

It  is  not  night  it'  thou  be  near ; 
Oh,  may  no  earth-bom  cloud  arise, 
1T0  hide  thee  from  thy  servant's  ey< 

2  When  the  soft  dews  of  kindly  sleep 
My  wearied  eyelids  gently  Bteep, 

Be  my  last  thought — how  sweet  to  reel 
Forever  on  my  Saviour's  breast. 

3  Abide  with  me  from  morn  till  eve, 
For  without  thee  I  cannot  live; 

Abide  with  me  when  oighl  is  nigh, 
For  without  thee  I  dare  not  die. 

5  Be  near  to  bless  me  when  I  wake, 
Ere  through  the  world  my  way  1  take; 
Till  in  the  ocean  of  thy  love 
I  lose  myself  in  heaven  above. 

John  Keble. 

20  L.  M—  Rest, 

1  Asleep  in  Jesus!  blessed  sleep, 

From  which  none  ever  wakes  to  weep ; 
A  calm  and  undisturbed  repose, 
Unbroken  by  the  last  of  foes. 

2  Asleep  in  Jesus!  oh,  liow  sweet 
To  be  for  such  a  slumber  meet ! 
With  holy  confidence  to  sing       [sting  ! 
That    death    hath    lost    his   venomed 

3  Asleep  in  Jesus !  peaceful  rest, 
"Whose  waking  is  supremely  blest ; 
No  fear,  no  woe,  shall  dim  that  hour 
That  manifests  the  Saviour's  power. 

4  Asleep  in  Jesus !  oh,  for  me 
May  such  a  blissful  refuge  be ; 
Securely  shall  my  ashes  lie, 

And  wait  the  summons  from  on  high. 
Margaret  Mackay. 

21  L.M. 

1  Behold  a  stranger  at  the  door ! 

He  gently  knocks,  has  knocked  before, 
Has  waited  long — is  waiting  still ; 
You  treat 'no  other  friend  so  ill. 

2  Oh,  lovely  attitude !  he  stands 

With  melting  heart  and  loaded  hands; 
Oh,  matchless  kindness!  and  he  shows 
This  matchless  kindness  to  his  foes. 

3  But  will  he  prove  a  friend  indeed  ? 
lie  will,  the  very  friend  you  need — 
The  friend  of  sinners — yes,  't  is- he, 
With  garments  dyed  on  Calvary. 

4  Rise,  touched  with  gratitude  divine, 
Turn  out  his  enemy  and  thine, 
That  soul-destroying  monster  sin, 
And  let  the  heavenly  stranger  in. 

Joseph  Grigg. 


22  L.  M. 

1  Dome,  gracious  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 
With  light  and  oomforl  from  above; 
Be  thou  my  guardian,  thou  my  guide, 
O'er  every  thought  and  Btep  preside. 

"J  The  light  of  truth  to  me  display,    [way  ; 
And    make    me    know  and    choose   thy 
l'lant  holy  fear  within  my  heart, 
That  I  from  thee  may  ne'er  depart. 

:!  Conduct  me  safe,  conduct  me  far 
From  every  sin  and  hurtful  snare; 

Lead  me  to  God,  my  final  rest, 
In  his  enjoyment  to  be  blest. 

•1    Lead  me  to  Christ  the  living  way, 
Nor  let  me  from  his  pastures  stray  : 
Lead  me  to  heaven,  the  seat  of  bliss,  • 
Where  pleasure  in  perfection  is. 

Simon  Browne. 

23  L.M. 

1  Thine  earthly  Sabbaths,  Lord,  we  love, 
But  there's  a  nobler  rest  above ; 

To  that  our  longing  souls  aspire 
With  ardent  pangs  of  strong  desire. 

2  No  more  fatigue,  no  more  distress, 
Nor  sin,  nor  hell  shall  reach  the  place  ; 
No  groans  shall  mingle  with  the  songs 
Which  warble  from  immortal  tongues; 

3  No  rude  alarms  of  raging  foes, 
No  cares  to  break  the  long  repose; 
No  midnight  shade,  no  clouded  sun, 
But  sacred,  high,  eternal  noon. 

4  Oh,  long-expected  day  begin  ! 

Dawn  on  these  realms  of  woe  and  sin ;       • 
Fain  would  we  leave  this  weary  road, 
And  sleep  in  death  to  rest  with  God. 
Philip  Doddridge. 

24  L.  M.— Psalm  138.     Luton,  p.  4. 

1  With    all    my  powers    of    heart    and 

tongue 
111  praise  my  Maker  in  my  song; 
Angels  shall  hear  the  notes  I  raise, 
Approve  the  song  and  join  the  praise. 

2  To  God  I  cried  when  troubles  rose ; 
He  heard  me  and  subdued  my  foes ; 

He  did  my  rising  fears  control,      [soul.  . 
And  strength  diffused  through  all  my 

3  Amid  a  thousand  snares  I  stand, 
Upheld  and  guarded  by  thy  hand  ; 
Thy  words  my  fainting  soul  revive, 
And  keep  my  dying  faith  alive. 

4  I'll  sing  thy  truth  and  mercy,  Lord, 
I'll  sing  the  wonder-  of  thy   word  ; 
Not  all  thy  works  and  name-  below 
So  much  thy  power  and  glory  show. 

Isaac  \V  \  i  i  -. 
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25     L.  M.     Hamburg. 

1  "  'T  is  finished  !" — so  the  Saviour  cried, 
And  meekly  bowed  his  head,  and  died  : 
'T  is  finished! — yes,  the  race  is  run, 
The  battle  fought,  the  victory  won. 

2  'T  is  finished  ! — all  that  heaven  foretold 
By  prophets  in  the  days  of  old  ; 

And  truths  are  opened  to  our  view- 
That  kings  and  prophets  never  knew. 

3  'T  is  finished  ! — Son  of  God,  thy  power 
Hath  triumphed  in  this  awful  hour ; 
And  yet  our  eyes  with  sorrow  see 
That  life  to  us  was  death  to  thee. 

4  -T  is  finished  ! — let  the  joyful  sound 
Be  heard  through  all  the  nations  round  ; 
'T  is  finished  ! — let  the  triumph  rise 
And  swell  the  chorus  of  the  skies. 

Samuel  Stennett. 

2  S     L.  M.     Missionary  Chant,  p.  6. 

1  Arm  of  the  Lord,  awake,  awake ! 

Put  on  thy  strength,  the  nations  shake, 
And  let  the  world,  adoring,  see 
Triumphs  of  mercy  wrought  by  thee. 

2  Say  to  the  heathen  from  thy  throne, 
"  I  am  Jehovah — God  alone ;" 

Thy  voice  their  idols  shall  confound, 
And  cast  their  altars  to  the  ground. 

3  No  more  let  human  blood  be  spilt, 
Vain  sacrifice  for  human  guilt, 
But  to  each  conscience  be  applied 
The  blood  that  flowed  from  Jesus'  side. 

4  Almighty  God,  thy  grace  proclaim, 
In  every  land  declare  thy  name, 
Till  adverse  powers  before  thee  fall, 
And  crown  the  Saviour  Lord  of  all. 

William  Shrubsole. 
2  "7     L.  M.    Retreat. 

1  From  every  stormy  wind  that  blows, 
From  every  swelling  tide  of  woes, 
There  is  a  calm,  a  sure  retreat ; 

'T  is  found  beneath  the  mercy -seat. 

2  There  is  a  place  where  Jesus  sheds 
The  oil  of  gladness  on  our  heads, 

A  place  than  all  besides  more  sweet ; 
It  is  the  blood-bought  mercy-seat. 

8  There  is  a  scene  where  spirits  blend, 
Where  friend   holds'  fellowship   with 

friend ; 
Though  sundered  far,  by  faith  they  meet 
Around  one  common  mercy-seat. 

4  Ah,  whither  could  we  flee  for  aid 
When  tempted,  desolate,  dismayed  ? 
Or  how  the  hosts  of  hell  defeat 
Had  suffering  saints  no  mercy-seat  ? 

Hugh  Stowell. 


28     L.M.     Woodworth. 

1  Just  as  1  am,  without  one  plea, 

Hut  that  thy  blood  was  shed  tor  me, 

And  that  thou  bidst  me  come  to  tine, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come!    1  conic! 

2  Just  as  1  am,  and  waiting  not 
To  rid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot, 

To  thee,  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each 
spot, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come !  I  come ! 

3  Just  as  I  am,  though  tossed  about 
With  many  a  conflict,  many  a  doubt, 

^Fightings  within,  and  fears  without, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come !  I  come ! 

4  Just  as  I  am,  poor,  wretched,  blind ; 
Sight,  riches,  healing  of  the  mind, 
Yea,  all  I  need,  in  thee  to  find, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come !  I  come ! 

5  Just  as  I  am,  thou  wilt  receive, 

Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve  ; 
Because  thy  promise  I  believe, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come !  I  come ! 

6  Just  as  I  am — thy  love  unknown 
Has  broken  every  barrier  down — 
Now,  to  be  thine,  yea,  thine  alone, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come !  I  come ! 
Charlotte  Elliott. 


23    L.  M. 

1  Join  all  who  love  the  Saviour's  name, 
To  sing  his  everlasting  fame ; 

Great  God,  prepare  each  heart  and  voice, 
In  him  forever  to  rejoice. 

2  Bless  him,  my  soul,  from  day  to  day  ; 
Trust  him  to  lead  thee  on  thy  way  ; 
(Jive  him  thy  poor,  weak,  sinful  heart  ; 
With  him  oh  never,  never  part 

3  Take  him  for  strength  and  righteous- 

ness; 
Make  him  thy  refuge  in  distress: 
Love  him  above  all  earthly  joy ; 
And  him  in  every  thing  employ. 

4  Praise  him  in  cheerful,  gratefid  songs, 
To  him  your  highest  praise  belongs; 
Bless  him,  who  doth  your  heaven  pre- 
pare, 

And  whom  you'll  praise  forever  there. 

('OI.IVIK. 
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30    L.  M.    Bark  Street. 

1  Now  I  resolve  with  all  my  heart, 
With  all  my  powers,  to  serve  the  Lord; 
Nor  from  his  ways  will  I  depart, 
Whose  service  Li  a  rich  reward. 

2  Oh,  be  this  service  all  my  joy  ; 
Around  let  my  example  shine, 
Till  others  love  the  blest  employ, 
And  join  in  labors  so  divine. 

3  Be  this  the  purpose  of  my  soul, 
My  solemn,  my  determined  choice, 
To  yield  to  his  supreme  control, 
And  in  his  kind  commands  rejoice. 

4  Oh,  may  I  never  faint  nor  tire, 

Nor  wandering,  leave  his  sacred  ways ; 
Great  God,  accept  my  soul's  desire, 
And  give  me  strength  to  live  thy  praise. 

A>>E  STEELE. 

3X     L«  M«     Loving  Kindness. 

1  Awake,  my  soul,  to  joyful  lays, 

And  sing  thy  great  Redeemer's  praise ; 
He  justly  claims  a  song  from  thee, 
His  loving  kindness,  oh,  how  free ! 

2  He  saw  me  ruined  in  the  fall, 
Yet  loved  me,  notwithstanding  all, 
He  saved  me  from  my  lost  estate, 
His  loving  kindness,  oh,  how  great ! 

3  When  trouble,  like  a  gloomy  cloud, 
Has  gathered  thick  and  thundered  loud, 
He  near  my  soul  has  always  stood. 
His  loving  kindness,  oh,  how  good ! 

4  Often  I  feel  my  sinful  heart 
Prone  from  my  Jesus  to  depart; 
But,  though  I  have  him  oft  forgot, 
His  loving  kindness  changes  not. 

5  Soon  shall  I  pass  the  gloomy  vale, 
Soon  all  my  mortal  powers  must  fail; 
Oh,  may  my  last  expiring  breath 
His  loving  kindness  sing  in  death  ! 

Samuel  Medley. 


32     L.  M.     Psalm  23. 

1  The  Lord  himself  doth  condescend 
To  be  my  Shepherd  and  my  Friend ; 
I  on  his  faithfulness  rely, 

His  care  shall  all  my  wants  supply. 

2  In  pastures  green  he  doth  me  lead, 
And  there  in  safety  makes  me  feed  : 
Refreshing  streams  are  ever  nigh, 
My  thirsty  soul  to  satisfy. 


3  When  strayed,  or  languid,  I  complain, 

His  Brace  revives  my  soul  again  : 
For  hi>  name's  Bake  in  ways  upright 
He  makes  me  walk  with  great  delight. 

I    Yea,  when  death's  gloomy  Vale  1  tread, 

With  joy,  e'en  there,  1'11'lii't  my  head; 

From  tear  and  dread  he'll  keep  me  free! 
Uis  rod  and  staff  shall  comfort  me. 

5  Goodness  and  mercy  shall  to  me 
Through  all  my  life  extended  be, 
And  when  my  pilgrimage  is  o'er 
I'll  dwell  with  him  for  evermore. 

I'KANCIS   HuI'KIKSON. 

33    L.M. 

1  Lord,  I  am  thine,  entirely  thine, 
Purchased  and  saved  by  blood  divine, 
With  full  consent  thine  I  would  be, 
And  own  thy  sovereign  right  in  me. 

2  Grant  one  poor  sinner  more  a  place 
Among  the  children  of  thy  grace; 
A  wretched  sinner,  lost  to  God, 
But  ransomed  by  Immanuel's  blood. 

3  Thine  would  I  live,  thine  would  I  die, 
Be  thine  through  all  eternity ; 

The  vow  is  passed  beyond  repeal ; 
Now  will  I  set  the  solemn  seal. 

4  Here  at  that  cross  where  flows  the  blood 
That  bought  my  guilty  soul  for  God, 
Thee,  my  new  Master,  now  I  call, 
And  consecrate  to  thee  my  all. 

5  Do  thou  assist  a  feeble  worm 
The  great  engagement  to  perform ; 
Thy  grace  can  full  assistance  lend, 
And  on  that  grace  I  dare  depend. 

Samuel  Da  vies. 


34     8s  &  7s.     Autumn,  p.  72. 

1  Gently,  Lord,  oh,  gently  lead  us 

Through  this  gloomy  vale  of  tears, 

Through  the  changes  thou'st  decreed  us, 

Till  our  last  great  change  appears. 

2  When  temptation's  darts  assail  us, 

When  in  devious  paths  we  stray. 
Let  thy  goodness  never  fail  us, 
Lead  us  in  thy  perfect  way. 

3  In  the  hour  of  pain  and  anguish, 

In  the  hour  when  death  draws  near, 
Suffer  not  our  hearts  to  languish, 
Suffer  not  our  souls  to  fear. 

4  And  when  mortal  life  is  ended, 

Bid  us  in  .thine  arms  to  rest, 

Till,  by  angel  bands  attended, 

We  awake  among  the  blest. 

Thomas  Hastings. 
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35  L.  M.    Psalm  72. 

1  Great  God,  whose  universal  sway, 
The  known  and  unknown  worlds  obey, 
Now  give  the  kingdom  to  thy  Son, 
Extend  his  power,  exalt  his  throne. 

2  Thy  Bceptre  well  becomes  his  hands, 
All  heaven  submits  to  his  commands; 
His  justice  shall  avenge  the  poor, 
And  pride  and  rage  prevail  no  more. 

3  As  rain  on  meadows  newly  mown, 
So  shall  he  send  his  influence  down  ; 
His  grace  on  fainting  souls  distils 
Like  heavenly  dew  on  thirsty  hills. 

4  The  heathen  lands  that  lie  beneath 
The  shades  of  overspreading  death, 
Revive  at  his  first  dawning  light, 
And  deserts  blossom  at  the  sight. 

.5  The  saints  shall  flourish  in  his  days, 
Dressed  in  the  robes  of  joy  and  praise; 
Peace  like  a  river  from  his  throne, 
Shall  flow  to  nations  yet  unknown. 

Isaac  Watts. 

36  L.  M. 

1  Stand  up,  my  soul,  shake  off  thy  fears, 
And  gird  the  gospel  armor  on, 
March  to  the  gates  of  endless  joy, 
Where  Jesus  thy  great  Captain's  gone. 

2  Hell  and  thy  sins  resist  thy  course, 
But  hell  and  sin  are  vanquished  foes, 
Thy  Jesus  nailed  them  to  the  cross, 
And  sung  the  triumph  when  he  rose. 

3  Then  let  my  soul  march  boldly  on, 
Press  forward  to  the  heavenly  gate ; 
There  peace  and  joy  eternal  reign, 
And  glittering  robes  for  conquerors  wait. 

4  There  shall  I  wear  a  starry  crown, 
And  triumph  in  almighty  grace, 
While  all  the  armies  of  the  skies 
Join  in  my  glorious  Leader's  praise. 

Isaac  Watts. 

37  L.  M.     Rockingham,  p.  4. 

1  Now  to  the  Lord,  who  makes  us  know 
The  wonders  of  his  dying  love, 

Be  humble  honors  paid  below, 
And  strains  of  nobler  praise  above. 

2  'T  was  he  that  cleansed  our  foulest  sins, 
And  washed  us  in  his  richest  blood ; 
'T  is  he  that  makes  us    priest-   and 

kings, 
And  brings  us  rebels  near  to  God. 

3  To  Jesus,  our  atoning  priest, 
To  Jesus,  our  superior  king, 
Be  everlasting  power  confessed, 
And  every  tongue  his  glory  6ing. 

Isaac  Watts. 


38  L  M. 

1    Say,  sinner,  hath  a  voice  within 
Oft  whispered  to  thy  secret  soul, 
Urged  thee  to  leave  the  ways  of  sin, 
And  yield  thy  heart  to  God's  control  '.' 

'2   Until  BOmethlng  met  thee  in  the  path 
Of  worldliness  and  vanity, 
And  pointed  to  the  coming  wrath, 
And  warned  thee  from  that  wrath  to 
flee  ? 

3  Sinner,  it  was  a  heavenly  voice, 
It  was  the  Spirit's  gracious  call  ; 

It  bade  thee  make  the  better  choice, 
And  haste  to  seek  in  Christ  thine  all. 

4  Spurn  not  the  call  to  life  and  light ; 
Regard  in  time  the  warning  kind ; 
That  call  thou  mayst  not  always  slight, 
And  yet  the  gate  of  mercy  find. 

5  God's  Spirit  will  not  always  strive 
With  hardened,  self-destroying  man ; 
Ye  who  persist  his  love  to  grieve 
May  never  hear  his  voice  again. 

6  Sinner,  perhaps  this  very  day 
Thy  last  accepted  time  may  be  ; 

Oh,  shouldst  thou  grieve  him  now  away, 
Then  hope  may  never  beam  on  thee. 
Charles  Wesley. 

39  L.  M. 

1  Jesus,  thy  blood  and  righteousness 
My  beauty  are,  my  glorious  dress ; 
'Midst  flaming  worlds,  in  these  arrayed, 
With  joy  shall  I  lift  up  my  head. 

2  Bold  shall  I  stand  in  thy  great  day, 
For  who  aught  to  my  charge  shall  lay  ? 
Fully  absolved  through  these  I  am, 
From  sin  and  fear,  from  guilt  and  shame. 

3  When  from  the  dust  of  death  I  rise 
To  claim  my  mansion  in  the  skies — 
E'en  then,  shall  this  be  all  my  plea : 
Jesus  hath  lived,  hath  died  for  me. 

4  Thus  Abraham,  the  friend  of  God, 
Thus  all  heaven's  armies  bought  with 

blood, 
Saviour  of  sinners,  thee  proclaim ; 
Sinners,  of  whom  the  chief  I  am. 

5  This  spotless  robe  the  same  appears. 
When  ruined  nature  sinks  in  years; 
No  age  can  change  its  glorious  hue, 
The  robe  of  Christ  is  ever  new. 

b'  t)h,  let  the  dead  now  hear  thy  voice  ; 
Bid,  Lord,  thy  mourning  ones  rejoice  ; 
Their  beauty  this,  their  glorious  dress, 
Jesus,  the  Lord  our  righteousness. 

Zlnzendorf,  tr.  by  John  Wesley. 
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40     L.  P.M.     Psalm  146.     Nashville. 

1  I'll  praise  my  Maker  with  my  breath; 
And  when  my  voice  is  lost  in  death, 
Praise  shall  employ  my  nobler  powers: 
My  days  of  praise  shall  ne'er  In-  past, 

While  life,  and  thought,  and  being  last, 

Or  immortality  endures. 

2  Happy  the  man  whose  hopes  rely 
On  Israel's  God:   he  made  the  sky, 
And  earth,  and  seas, with  all  their  train  ; 
His  trutli  forever  stands  secure; 

He  saves  the  opposed,   lie   feeds  the 

poor, 
And  none  shall  find  his  promise  vain. 

3  The  Lord  hath  eyes  to  give  the  blind; 
The  Lord  supports  the  sinking  mind  ; 
He  sends  the  laboring  conscience  peace : 
He  helps  the  stranger  in  distress, 
The  widow  and  the  fatherless, 

And  grants  the  prisoner  sweet  release. 

4  I'll   praise   him   while   he    lends    me 

breath, 
And  when  my  voice  is  lost  in  death, 
Praise  shall  employ  my  nobler  powers  : 
My  days  of  praise  shall  ne'er  be  past. 
While  life,  and  thought,  and  being  last, 
Or  immortality  endures. 

Isaac  Watts. 


41  L.  M.     Psalm  17.     Luton  p.  4. 

1  What  sinners  value  I  resign  ; 

Lord,  't  is  enough  that  thou  art  mine ; 
I  shall  behold  thy  blissful  face, 
And  stand  complete  in  righteousness. 

2  This  life's  a  dream,  an  empty  show, 
But  the  bright  world  to  which  I  go 
Hath  joys  substantial  and  sincere  ; 
When  shall  1  wake  and  find  me  there  ? 

3  Oh,  glorious  hour !  oh,  blest  abode ! 
I  shall  be  near  and  like  my  God, 
And  flesh  and  sin  no  more  control 
The  sacred  pleasures  of  the  soul. 

4  My  flesh  shall  slumber  in  the  ground 
Till  the  last  trumpet's  joyful  sound  ; 
Then  burst  the  chains  with  sweet  sur- 
prise, 

And  in  my  Saviour's  image  rise. 

Isaac  Watts. 

42  L.  P.  M.    Psalm  19.    Newcourt. 

1  I  love  the  volumes  of  thy  word  ; 
AVliat  light  and  joy  those  leaves  afford 
To  souls  benighted  and  distressed. 
Thy  precepts  guide  my  doubtful  way. 
Thy  fear  forbids  my  feet  to  stray. 
Thy  promise  leads  my  heart  to  rest. 


•J  Prom  the  discoveries  of  thy  law, 
The  perfect  rules  of  Life  1  draw; 
These  are  my  Btudy  and  delight : 
Not  honey  bo  invito  the  taste, 
Nor  gold  that  ha-  the  furnace  passed, 
Appean  so  pleasing  to  tin-  sLrht. 

'A   Who  know-  the  errors  of  his  thoughts? 
My  <  Jod,  forgive  my  secret  faults, 
And  from  presumptuous  sins  restrain; 

A<<vpt  my  poor  attempts  of  praise, 
That  I  have  read  thy  book  of  grace, 
And  book  of  nature,  not  in  vain. 

Isaac  Watts. 


43     L.  M.     Rest,  p.  10. 

1  Another  six  days'  work  is  done, 
Another  Sabbath  is  begun. 
Return,  my  soul,  enjoy  the  rest, 
Improve  the  day  thy  God  hath  blessed. 

2  Oh,  that  our  thoughts  and  thanks  may 

rise, 
As  grateful  incense  to  the  skies, 
And  draw  from  heaven  that  sweet  re- 
pose, 
Which  none  but  he  that  feels  it  knows. 

3  This  heavenly  calm  within  the  breast 
Is  the  dear  pledge  of  glorious  rest 
Which  for  the  church  of  God  remains — 
The  end  of  cares,  the  end  of  pains. 

4  In  holy  duties  let  the  day. 
In  holy  pleasures,  pass  away  ; 
How  sweet  a  sabbath  thus  to  spend, 
In  hope  of  one  that  ne'er  shall  end  ! 

Joseph  Stennett. 


44     L.  M.      Uxbridge. 

1  So  let  our  lips  and  lives  express 
The  holy  gospel  we  profess, 

So  let  our  works  and  virtues  shine 
To  prove  the  doctrine  all  divine. 

2  Thus  shall  we  best  proclaim  abroad 
The  honors  of  our  Saviour  God — 
When  his  salvation  reigns  within, 
And  grace  subdues  the  power  of  sin 

3  ( )ur  flesh  and  sense  must  be  denied, 
Passions  and  envy,  lust  and  pride; 
While   justice,  temperance,  truth  and 
Our  inward  piety  approve.  [love, 

4  Religion  bears  our  spirits  up. 
While  we  expect  that  blessed  hope. 

The  bright  appearand'  of  the  Lord, 
And  faith  stands  leaning  on  his  word. 

[SAAC  Watts. 
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-^5     0.  M.     Coronation. 

1  All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus'  name. 

Let  angels  prostrate  fall ; 
Bring  forth  the  royal  diadem. 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

2  Crown  him,  ye  martyrs  of  our  God, 

Who  from  his  altar  call ; 
Extol  the  stem  of  Jesse's  rod, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

3  Ye  chosen  seed  of  Israel's  race, 

Ye  ransomed  from  the  fall ; 
Hail  him,  who  saves  you  by  his  grace, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

4  Sinners,  whose  love  can  ne'er  forget 

The  wormwood  and  the  gall, 
Go,  spread  your  trophies  at  his  feet, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

5  Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe, 

On  this  terrestrial  ball, 
To  him  all  majesty  ascribe, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

Edward  Perronet. 


46     CM.     Coronation. 

1  Come,  let  us  join  our  cheerful  songs, 

With  angels  round  the  throne ; 
Ten     thousand    thousand    are    their 
tongues, 
But  all  their  joys  are  one. 

2  "  Worthy  the  Lamb  that  died,"  they 

crv, 
"To' be  exalted  thus!" 
"Worthy  the  Lamb,"  our  lips  reply, 
"  For  he  was  slain  for  us." 

3  Now  to  the  Lamb  that  once  was  slain, 

Be  endless  blessings  paid ; 
Salvation,  glory,  joy  remain 
Forever  on  thy  head. 

4  Thou   hast    redeemed  our  souls   with 

And  set  the  prisoners  free ;      [blood, 
Thou  mad'st  us  kings  and  priests  to  God 
And  we  shall  reign  with  thee. 

5  Let  all  who  dwell  above  the  sky, 

And  air,  and  earth,  and  seas 
Conspire  to  lift  thy  glories  high, 
And  speak  thine  endless  praise. 

6  The  whole  creation  join  in  one, 

To  bless  the  sacred  name 
Of  him  who  sits  upon  the  throne, 
And  to  adore  the  Lamb. 

Isaac  Watts. 


4"7       CM.       /'  ".       Antinrh. 

1  Joy  to  the  world,  the  Lord  Lb  come; 

Lit  earth  re  eii  •  her  King; 
Let  every  heart  prepare  him  room, 
And  heaven  and  nature  sing. 

2  Joy  to  the  world,  the  Saviour  r.  Lgna; 

Let  men  their  longs  employ ; 

While    fields    and    floods,    rocks,    hills 
and  plains, 
Repeat  the  sounding  joy. 

3  No  more  let  sin  and  sorrow  grow, 

Nor  thorns  infest  the  ground; 
He  comes  to  make  his  blessings  flow 
Far  as  the  curse  is  found. 

4  He  rules  the  world  with  truth   and 

grace, 
And  makes  the  nations  prove 
The  glories  of  his  righteousni 
And  wonders  of  his  love. 

Isaac  Watts. 

48    CM. 

1  Oh,  for  a  thousand  tongues  to  sing 

My  dear  Redeemer's  praise  ; 
The  glories  of  my  God  and  King, 
The  triumphs  of  his  grace. 

2  My  gracious  Master  and  my  God, 

A--ist  me  to  proclaim, 
To  spread  through  all  the  earth  abroad, 
The  honors  of  thy  name. 

3  Jesus — the  name  that  calms  my  fears, 

That  bids  my  sorrows  cease ; 
'T  is  music  in  the  sinner's  ears, 
'T  is  life,  and  health,  and  peace. 

4  He  breaks  the  power  of  cancelled  sin, 

He  sets  the  prisoner  free  ; 
His  blood  can  make  the  foulest  clean, 
His  blood  avails  for  me. 

Charles  Wesley. 

43    CM. 

1  Salvation  !  oh,  the  joyful  sound ; 
'T  is  pleasure  to  our  ears ; 
A  sovereign  balm  for  every  wound, 
A  cordial  for  our  fears. 

'1  Buried  in  sorrow  and  in  sin, 
At  hell's  dark  door  we  lay; 
But  we  arise  by  grace  divine 
To  see  a  heavenly  day. 

3  Salvation  |   lot  the  echo  fly 

The  spacious  earth  around: 

While  all  the  armies  of  the  -ky 

Conspire  to  raise  the  sound. 

Isaac  Watts. 
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50  CM. 

1  Let  songs  of  praises  fill  the  sky  ; 

Christ,  our  ascended  Lord, 

Sends  down  his  Spirit  from  on  high, 
According  to  his  word. 

2  The  Spirit,  by  his  heavenly  breath, 

New  life  creates  within, 
He  quickens  sinners  from  their  death 
Of  trespasses  and  sin. 

3  The  things  of  Christ  the  Spirit  takes, 

And  to  our  hearts  reveals ; 
Our  bodies  he  his  temple  makes, 
And  our  redemption  seals. 

4  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  from  above, 

With  thy  celestial  fire  ; 
Come,  and  with  flames  of  zeal  and  love 
Our  hearts  and  tongues  inspire. 

Thomas  Cotterill. 

51  C.  M.     Christmas. 

1  Awake,  my  soul,  stretch  every  nerve, 

And  press  with  vigor  on ; 
A  heavenly  race  demands  thy  zeal, 
And  an  immortal  crown. 

2  A  cloud  of  witnesses  around, 

Hold  thee  in  full  survey ; 

Forget  the  steps  already  trod, 

And  onward  urge  thy  way. 

3  'T  is  God's  all-animating  voice, 

That  calls  thee  from  on  high  ; 
'T  is  his  own  hand  presents  the  prize 
To  thine  aspiring  eye. 

4  Blest  Saviour,  introduced  by  thee, 

Have  I  my  race  begun  ; 
And,  crowned  with  vict'ry,  at  thy  feet 
I'll  lay  my  honors  down. 

Philip  Doddridge. 

52  CM. 

1  God  moves  in  a  mysterious  way 

His  wonders  to  perform  ; 
He  plants  his  footsteps  in  the  sea, 
And  rides  upon  the  storm. 

2  Deep  in  unfathomable  mines 

Of  never-failing  skill, 
He  treasures  up  his  bright  designs, 
And  works  his  sovereign  will. 

3  Ye  fearful  saints,  fresh  courage  take; 

The  clouds  ye  so  much  dread, 
Are  big  with  mercy,  and  shall  break 
In  blessings  on  your  head. 

4  Judge  not  the  Lord  by  feeble  sense, 

But  trust  him  for  his  grace  ; 
Behind  a  frowning  Providence 
He  hides  a  smiling  face. 

William  Cowfek. 


53    C.  M.    Antioch,  \>.  2<>. 

1  Hark,  the    glad    sound:    the    Saviour 

comes, — 
The  Saviour  promised  long  ; 
Let  every  heart  prepare  a  throne, 
And  every  70108  a  song. 

2  He  comes,  the  prisoner  to  release, 

In  Satan's  bondage  held; 
The  gates  of  brass  before  him  burst, 
The  iron  fetters  yield. 

3  He  comes,  from  thickest  films  of  vice 

To  clear  the  mental  ray, 
And  on  the  eyeballs  of  the  blind 
To  pour  celestial  day. 

4  He  comes,  the  broken  heart  to  bind, 

The  bleeding  soul  to  cure ; 
And,  with  the  treasures  of  his  grace, 
T'  enrich  the  humble  poor. 

5  Our  glad  hosannas,  Prince  of  Peace, 

Thy  welcome  shall  proclaim, 
And  heaven's  eternal  arches  ring 
With  thy  beloved  name. 

Philip  Doddridge. 


54     C.  11     Arlington,  p.  20. 

1  There  is  a  land  of  pure  delight 

"Where  saints  immortal  reign  ; 
Infinite  day  excludes  the  night, 
And  pleasures  banish  pain. 

2  There  everlasting  spring  abides, 

And  never-withering  flowers; 
Death,  like  a  narrow  sea,  divides 
This  heavenlv  land  from  ours. 

3  Sweet  fields  beyond  the  swelling  flood 

Stand  dressed  in  living  green  ; 

So  to  the  Jews  old  Caanan  stood 

While  Jordan  rolled  between. 

4  But  timorous  mortals  start  and  shrink. 

To  cross  this  narrow  sea  ; 
And  linger,  shivering  on  the  brink, 
And  fear  to  launch  away. 

5  Oh,  could  we  make  our  doubts  remove. 

Those  gloomy  doubts  that  rise, 
And  see  the  Caanan  that  we  love. 
With  unbeelouded  eyes, 

6  Could  we  but  climb  where  Moses  stood 

And  view  the  landscape  o'er, 
Not  Jordan's  stream,  nor  death's  cold 
Hood 

Should  fright  us  from  the  shore. 

I-  \  lc  W  \TTS. 


24  THE  PEOPLE'S  HYMN  BOOK. 

AZMON  (Denfield).      C.  M.         Glaeser.    Arr.  by  L.  Mason. 


GEER.      C.  M. 
At 


H.  W.  Greatorex. 


p*  1 1  y  J  i  ^pi^gy^tf 


w:jFir:  F  i  .^^rrfrfTrTT^a 


m 


±z 


gg 


Y 


22^: 


iQ 


r^. 


re 


'i-  j^g 


^ 


£^^ 


£ 


P^T 


*±^ 


[Used  by  permission  of  O.  Ditson  &  Co.,  owners  of  the  Copyright.] 

DUNDEE.      C.  M.  Scotch. 


m 


a 


t==* 


s     %\  %     -je±=£ 


fc^ 


mm 


•irnci;  nrr 


WOODSTOCK.      C.  M. 


D.   DUTTON. 


__^ — ^ <z)    *■  *  .    S — ?z) — — z^— '-v r  f? ^5 


THE    PEOPLE'S    HYMN    BOOK. 


2-'. 


55    C.M. 

1  Come,  let  as  join  our  friends  above 

That  have  obtained  the  prize, 
And  on  the  eagle  wings  of  Love 

To  joys  celestial  rise. 

2  Let  all  the  saints  terrestrial  sing 

With  those  t<>  glory  gone, 

For  all  the  servants  of  OUT  King, 
In  heaven  and  earth,  are  one. 

3  One  family,  we  dwell  in  him, 

One  church  above,  beneath, 
Though  now  divided  by  the  stream, 
The  narrow  stream,  of  death. 

4  One  army  of  the  living  God, 

To  his  command  we  bow ; 
Part  of  his  host  have  crossed  the  flood, 
And  part  are  crossing  now. 

5  His  militant,  embodied  host, 

With  wishful  looks  we  stand, 

And  long  to  see  that  happy  coast, 

And  reach  the  heavenly  land. 

6  Oh,  that  we  now  might  grasp  our  Guide ! 

Oh,  that  the  word  were  given ! 
Come,  Lord  of  hosts,  the  wave  divide, 
And  land  us  all  in  heaven. 

Charles  Wesley. 


5  6     C.  M.     Manoah,  p.  26. 

1  Approach,  my  soul,  the  mercy-seat, 

Where  Jesus  answers  prayer; 
There  humbly  fall  before  his  feet, 
For  none  can  perish  there. 

2  Thy  promise  is  my  only  plea, 

With  this  I  venture  nigh; 
Thou  callest  burdened  souls  to  thee, 
And  such,  O  Lord,  am  I. 

3  Bowed  down  beneath  a  load  of  sin, 

By  Satan  sorely  pressed, 
By  war  without,  and  fears  within, 
I  come  to  thee  for  rest. 

4  Be  thou  my  shield  and  hiding-place, 

That,  sheltered  near  thy  side, 
I  may  my  fierce  accuser  face, 
And  tell  him,  thou  hast  died. 

5  Oh,  wondrous  love,  to  bleed  and  die, 

To  bear  the  cross  and  shame, 
That  guilty  sinners  such  as  I 
Might  plead  thy  gracious  name. 

John  Newton. 


57  CM.     PtalmTl. 

1  My  Saviour,  my  almighty  Friend  ; 

When  I  begin  thy  praise, 

Where  will  the  growing  numbers  end, 
The  n  .mbers  of  thy  -race? 

2  Thou  art  my  everlasting  trust, 

Thy  goodness  1  adore  ; 
And  since  I  knew  thy  graces  first, 
I  speak  thy  glories  more. 

:>  My  feet  shall  travel  all  the  length 
Of  the  celestial  road, 
And  march  with  courage  in  thy  strength, 

To  see  my  Father,  God. 

4  How  will  my  lips  rejoice  to  tell 
The  victories  of  my  king! 
My  soul  redeemed  from  sin  and  hell, 
Shall  thy  salvation  sin«,r. 

Isaac  Watts. 

58  CM.   Psalm  90. 

1  Our  God,  our  help  in  ages  past, 

Our  hope  for  years  to  come, 
Our  shelter  from  the  stormy  blast, 
And  our  eternal  home. 

2  Under  the  shadow  of  thy  throne 

Thy  saints  have  dwelt  secure; 
Sufficient  is  thine  arm  alone, 
And  our  defence  is  sure. 

3  Before  the  hills  in  order  stood, 

Or  earth  received  her  frame, 
From  everlasting  thou  art  God, 
To  endless  years  the  same. 

4  Our  God,  our  help  in  ages  past, 

Our  hope  for  years  to  come, 
Be  thou  our  guard  while  troubles  last, 
And  our  eternal  home. 

Isaac  Watts. 

59  C.  M. 

1  Lord,  teach  us  how  to  pray  aright, 

With  reverence  and  with  fear; 
Though  dust  and  ashes  in  thy  Bight, 

We  may,  we  must  draw  near. 

2  God  of  all  grace,  we  come  to  thee. 

With  broken,  contrite  hearts; 
Give,  what  thine  eye  delights  to  >ee — 
Truth  in  the  inward  parts: 

3  Patience  to  watch,  and  wait,  and  weep. 

Though  mercy  long  delay  ; 
Courage,  our  fainting  souls  to  keep. 

And  trust  thee,  though  thou  slay. 

4  Give  these,  and  then  thy  will  be  done; 

Thus,  strengthened  with  all  might, 
We,  by  thy  Spirit  and  thy  Son, 
Shall  pray,  and  pray  aright. 

J.VMl  C.S    MoN  MlliY. 
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60    CM.    OrtonvMe.    Bakrma, p. 34. 

1  How  sweet  the  name  <>f  Jesus  sounds 

In  a  believer's  car ! 

It  BOOthee  his  sorrows,  heals  liis  wounds, 
And  drives  away  his  tear. 

2  It  makes  the  wounded  spirit  whole, 

And  calms  the  troubled  breast ; 
'T  is  manna  to  the  hungry  soul, 
And  to  the  weary,  rest. 

3  Dear  name !  the  Rock  on  which  I  build, 

My  Shield  and  Hiding-place, 

My  never-failing  treasury,  tilled 
With  boundless  stores  of  grace  ! 

4  Jesus !  my  Shepherd,  Guardian,  Friend, 

My  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King; 
My  Lord,  my  Life,  my  Way,  my  End, 
Accept  the  praise  I  bring. 

5  Weak  is  the  effort  of  my  heart, 

And  cold  my  warmest  thought ; 
But  when  I  see  thee  as  thou  art, 
I'll  praise  thee  as  I  ought. 

6  Till  then  I  would  thy  love  proclaim 

With  every  fleeting  breath; 
And  may  the  music  of  thy  name 
Refresh  my  soul  in  death. 

Join*  Newton. 


61     C.  M.     Brattle  Street. 

1  Whilst  thee  I  seek,  protecting  Power, 

Be  my  vain  wishes,  stilled  ; 
And  may  this  consecrated  hour 

With  better  hopes  be  filled. 
Thy  love  the  power  of  thoughtbestowed ; 

To  thee  my  thoughts  would  soar ; 
Thy  mercy  o'er  my  life  has  flowed ; 

That  mercy  I  adore. 

2  In  each  event  of  life,  how  clear 

Thy  ruling  hand  I  see. 
Each  blessing  to  my  soul  more  dear 

Because  conferred  by  thee. 
In  every  joy  that  crowns  my  days, 

In  every  pain  I  bear, 
My  heart  shall  find  delight  in  praise, 

Or  seek  relief  in  prayer, 

3  When  gladness  wings  my  favored  hour, 

Thy  love  my  thoughts  shall  fill; 
Resigned,  when  storms  of  sorrow  lower, 

My  soul  shall  meet  thy  will. 
My  lifted  eye,  without  a  tear, 

The  gathering  storm  shall  see  ; 
My  steadfast  heart  shall  know  no  fear, 

That  heart  will  rest  on  thee. 

IIelen  Maria  Williams. 


6  2     CM     Brattle  Street 

1  Come,  Holy  spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 

With  all  thy  quickening  powers  ; 

Kindle  a  flame  of  saered  lore, 
In  these  cold  heart-  of  OUTS. 

2  In  vain  we  tune  our  formal  songs, 

In  vain  we  strive  to  rise  ; 
llosannas  languish  on  our  tongue-, 
And  our  devotion  dies. 

3  Dear  Lord,  and  shall  we  ever  live 

At  this  poor,  dying  rate? 
( )ur  love  so  faint,  so  cold  to  thee, 
And  thine  to  us  so  great  ? 

4  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 

With  all  thy  quickening  powers  : 
Come,  shed  abroad  a  Saviour's  love, 
And  that  shall  kindle  ours. 

Isaac  Watts. 

63  L.  M.    Psalm  46.      Ward,  p.  10. 

1  God  is  the  refuge  of  his  saints 

When  storms  of  sharp  distress  invade; 
Ere  we  can  offer  our  complaints. 
Behold  him  present  with  his  aid. 

4  Let   mountains    from    their    seats    be 
hurled 
Down  to  the  deep  and  buried  there ; 
( 'onvulsions  shake  the  solid  world, 
Our  faith  shall  never  yield  to  fear. 

3  There  is  a  stream  whose  gentle  flow 
Supplies  the  city  of  our  God  ; 

Life,  love,  and  joy  still  gliding  through 
And  watering  our  divine  abode. 

4  That  sacred  stream,  thy  holy  word, 
Our  grief  allays,  our  fear  controls  ; 
Sweet  peace  thy  promises  atlbrd, 

And  give  new  strength  to  fainting  souls. 
Isaac  Watts. 

64  CM.    Psalm  78.    Arlington, p. 20. 

1  Let  children  hear  the  mighty  deeds, 

Which  God  performed  of  old, 
Which  in  our  younger  years  we  saw, 
And  which  our  fathers  told. 

2  He  bids  us  make  his  glories  known, 

His  works  of  power  and  grace, 
And  we  '11  convey  his  wonders  down 
Through  every  rising  grace. 

3  Our  lips  shall  tell  them  to  our  sons, 

And  they  again  to  theirs, 
That  generations  yet  unborn 
May  teach  them  to  their  heirs. 

1  Thus  they  shall  learn,  in  Ood  alone 
Their  hope  securely  stands, 
That  they  may  ne'er  forget  his  works, 
But  practice  his  commands. 

Isaac  W  I 
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65    c.  M. 

1  Father,  whatever  of  earthly  bliss 

Thy  sovereign  will  denies, 
Accepted  at  thy  throne  of  grace, 
Let  this  petition  rise  : 

2  "Give  me  a  calm,  a  thankful  heart. 

From  every  murmur  free ; 
The  blessings  of  thy  graee  impart. 
And  make  me  live  to  thee. 

3  "  Let  the  sweet  hope  that  thou  art  mine 

My  life  and  deatli  attend  ; 
Thy  presence  through  my  journey  shine. 
And  crown  my  journey's  end." 

Anne  Steele. 


66    CM. 

1  If  human  kindness  meets  return, 

And  owns  the  grateful  tie  ; 
If  tender  thoughts  within  us  burn 
To  feel  a  friend  is  nigh  : 

2  Oh,  shall  not  warmer  accents  tell 

The  gratitude  we  owe 
To  him  who  died  our  fears  to  quell — 
Our  more  than  orphan's  woe? 

3  While  yet  his  anguished  soul  surveyed 

Those  pangs  he  would  not  flee, 
What  love  his  latest  words  displayed : 
"  Meet  and  remember  me !" 

4  Remember  thee,  thy  death,  thy  shame, 

Our  sinful  hearts"  to  share, 
Oh  memory,  leave  no  other  name 
But  his  recorded  there. 

G.  T.  Noel. 


67    CM. 

1  Rejoice,  believer,  in  the  Lord, 

Who  makes  your  cause  his  own  ; 
The  hope  that's  built  upon  his  word, 
Can  ne'er  be  overthrown. 

2  Though  many  foes  beset  your  road, 

And  feeble  is  your  arm  ; 
Your  life  is  hid  with  Christ  in  God, 
Beyond  the  reach  of  harm. 

3  Weak  as  you  are,  you  shall  not  faint. 

Or,  fainting,  shall  not  die : 
Jesus,  the  strength  of  every  saint, 
Will  aid  you  from  on  high. 

4  As  surely  as  he  overcame, 

And  triumphed  once  for  you, 
So  surely,  you,  that  love  his  name, 
Shall  triumph  in  him  too. 


63     CM.    hfaittand. 

1   1  heard  the  voice  <>i"  Jesus  say, 

"Come  unto  me  ami  iv.-t  ; 
Lay  down,  thou  weary  one.  lay  down 
Thy  head  upon  my  breast." 

"_'    1  came  to  JeSttfl  Bfl   1   W9B. 

Weary,  and  worn,  and  sad  ; 

I  found  in  him  a  resting-place, 

A n.t  lu-  has  made  me  glad. 

3  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

"  Behold,  I  freely  give 
The  living  water:  thirsty  one, 
Stoop  down,  and  drink,  and  live." 

4  I  came  to  Jesus,  and  I  drank 

<  tf  that  life-giving  stream  ; 
My  thirst  was  quenched,  my  soul  re- 
vived, 
And  now  I  live  in  him. 

5  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

"  I  am  this  dark  world's  light : 
Look  unto  me,  thy  morn  shall  rise 
And  all  thy  day  be  bright." 

6  I  looked  to  Jesus,  and  I  found 

in  him  my  Star,  my  Sun  ; 
And  in  that'light  of  lite  I'll  walk 
Till  all  my  journey's  done. 

HORATIUS  BONAR. 


69    CM. 

1  Plunged  in  a  gulf  of  dark  despair, 

We  wretched  sinners  lay, 
Without  one  cheerful  beam  of  hope, 
Or  spark  of  glimmering  day. 

2  With  pitying  eyes  the  Prince  of  grace 

Beheld  our  helpless  grief; 
He  saw,  and — oh,  amazing  love — 
He  ran  to  our  relief 

3  Down  from  the  shining  seats  above, 

With  joyful  haste  he  fled, 
Entered  the  grave  in  mortal  flesh. 
And  dwelt  among  the  dead. 

4  Oh.  for  this  love  let  rocks  and  hills 

Their  lasting  silence  break  ; 
And  all  harmonious  human  tongues 
The  Saviour's  praises  speak. 

5  A nuels,  assist  our  mighty  joys. 

Strike  all  your  harps  of  gold; 
But  when  you  raise  your  highest  notes, 
His  love  can  ne'er  be  told. 

Isaac  Watts. 
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70     CM.     (The  Original.)      Cbtoper. 

1  There  is  a  fountain  filled  with  blood, 

Drawn  from  lnnnaniuTs  veins; 
And  sinners  plunged  beneath  that  flood, 
Lose  all  their  guilty  stains. 

2  The  dying  thief  rejoiced  to  see 

That  fountain  in  his  day  ; 

And  there  have  1,  as  vile  as  be, 

Washed  all  my  sins  away. 

3  Dear  dying  Lamb,  thy  precious  blood 

Shall  never  lose  its  power, 
Till  all  the  ransomed  church  of  God 
Be  saved,  to  sin  no  more. 

4  E'er  since,  by  faith,  I  saw  the  stream 

Thy  flowing  wounds  supply, 
Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme, 
And  shall  be  till  I  die. 

5  Then  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  song, 

I'll  sing  thy  power  to  save, 
When  this  poor  lisping,  stammering 
tongue 
Lies  silent  in  the  grave.  • 

William  Cowp^r. 


■71    CM. 

1  Amazing  grace,  how  sweet  the  sound 

That  saved  a  wretch  like  me ! 
I  once  was  lost,  but  now  am  found, 
Was  blind,  but  now  I  see. 

2  'T  was  grace  that  taught  my  heart  to  fear, 

And  grace  my  fears  relieved ; 
How  precious  did  that  grace  appear, 
The  hour  I  first  believed ! 

3  Through  many  dangers,  toils  and  snares, 

I  have  already  come  ; 
'T  is  grace  has  brought  me  safe  thus  far, 
And  grace  will  lead  me  home. 

4  The  Lord  has  promised  good  to  me, 

His  word  my  hope  secures ; 
He  will  my  shield  and  portion  be, 
As  long  as  life  endures. 

John  Newton. 


72    CM. 

1  Alas !  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed, 

And  did  my  sovereign  die ; 
Would  he  devote  that  sacred  head 
For  such  a  wrorm  as  I  ? 

2  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  had  done 

He  groaned  upon  the  tree  ? 
Amazing  pity  !  grace  unknown ! 
And  love  beyond  degree ! 


.'!    Well  ini^'lit  the  sun  in  darkness  hide, 
And  shut  his  glories  in. 

When  God,  the  mighty  Maker,  died 
For  man,  tin-  creature's  >in. 

•1  Thus  might  I  hide  my  blushing  face 

While  his  dear  CTOSB  appears  : 

Dissolve  my  heart  in  thankfulness 
And  melt  mine  eyes  to  tears. 

5  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay 
The  debt  of  love  I  owe ; 
Here,  Lord,  I  give  myself  away, 
'T  is  all  that  1  am  do. 

Isaac  Watts. 


73    CM. 

1  Jesus,  these  eyes  have  never  seen 

That  radiant  form  of  thine; 
The  veil  of  sense  hangs  dark  between 
Thy  blessed  face  and  mine. 

2  I  see  thee  not,  I  hear  thee  not, 

Yet  art  thou  oft  with  me ; 
And  earth  hath  ne'er  so  dear  a  spot, 
As  where  I  meet  with  thee. 

3  Yet  though  I  have  not  seen,  and  still 

Must  rest  in  faith  alone, 
I  love  thee,  dearest  Lord — and  will, 
Unseen,  but  not  unknowrn. 

4  When  death  these  mortal  eyes  shall  seal, 

And  still  this  throbbing  heart, 
The  rending  veil  shall  thee  reveal, 
All  glorious  as  thou  art. 

Ray  Palmer. 


"74     C  M. 

1  Jesus,  the  very  thought  of  thee, 

With  swreetness  fills  my  breast ; 
But  sweeter  far  thy  face  to  see, 
And  in  thy  presence  rest. 

2  Nor  voice  can  sing,  nor  heart  can  frame, 

Nor  can  the  memory  find 
A  sweeter  sound  than  thy  blest  name, 
O  Saviour  of  mankind. 

3  Oh,  hope  of  every  contrite  heart, 
Oh,  joy  of  all  the  meek  ; 
To  those  who  fall  how  kind  thou  art, 
How  good  to  those  who  seek  I 

4  But  what  to  those  who  find?  Ah  !  this 

Nor  tongue  nor  pen  can  show  ; 
The  love  of  Jesus — what  it  is. 
None  but  his  loved  ones  know. 

5  Jesus,  our  only  joy  be  thou, 

As  thou  our  prize  wilt  he; 
Jesus,  be  thou  our  glory  now. 
And  through  eternity. 

Tr.  by  Edward  Caswi  i  i 
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75    CM. 

1  Am  I  a  soldier  of  the  cr 

A  follower  of  the  Lamb, 
And  shall  1  fear  to  own  his  cause, 
Or  blush  to  speak  his  name? 

2  Are  there  no  foes  for  me  to  fare? 

Must  I  not  stem  the  Hood? 
Is  this  vile  world  a  friend  to  grace, 
To  help  me  on  to  God  ? 

3  Sure  I  must  fight,  if  I  would  reign ; 

Increase  my  courage,  Lord ; 
I  '11  bear  the* toil,  endure  the  pain, 
Supported  by  thy  word. 

4  Thy  saints,  in  all  this  glorious  war, 

Shall  conquer,  though  they  die  ; 
They  see  the  triumph  from  afar, 
And  seize  it  with  their  eye. 

5  When  that  illustrious  day  shall  rise, 

And  all  thine  armies  shine 
In  robes  of  victory  through  the  skies, 
The  glory  shall  be  thine. 

Isaac  Watts. 


"76    CM. 

1  Father  of  mercies,  in  thy  word 

What  endless  glory  shines  ; 
For  ever  be  thy  name  adored 
For  these  celestial  lines. 

2  Here  may  the  wretched  sons  of  want 

Exhaustless  riches  find  ; 
Riches  above  what  earth  can  grant, 
And  lasting  as  the  mind. 

3  Here  the    Redeemer's  welcome  voice 

Spreads  heavenly  peace  around, 
And  life  and  everlasting  joys 
Attend  the  blissful  sound. 

4  Oh,  may  these  heavenly  pages  be 

My  ever  dear  delight, 
And  still  new  beauties  may  I  see, 
And  still  increasing  light. 

5  Divine  Instructor,  gracious  Lord, 

Be  thou  forever  near ; 
Teach  me  to  love  thy  sacred  word, 
And  view  my  Saviour  there, 

Ann  Steele. 


"7  "7    CM. 

1  According  to  thy  gracious  word, 
In  meek  humility, 
This  will  I  do,  my  dying  Lord, 
I  will  remember  thee. 


2  Thy  body,  broken  for  my  uka 
Sly  broad  from  heaven  Bhall  be; 
Thy  testamental  cup  1  take, 

And  thus  remember  thee. 

:■>  Grethsemane  can  I  forget? 
Or  there  thy  conflict  see, 
Thine  agony  and  bloody  sweat, 
And  not  remember  thee? 

4  When  to  the  cross  I  turn  mine  eyes, 

And  rest  on  Calvary, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  my  sacrifice, 
I  must  remember  thee; 

5  Remember  thee,  and  all  thy  pains, 

And  all  thy  love  to  me ; 
Yea,  while  a  breath,  a  pulse  remains, 
Will  I  remember  thee. 

James  Montgomery. 


"78    CM. 

1  Oh,  what  amazing  words  of  grace, 

Are  in  the  gospel  found, 
Suited  to  every  sinner's  case, 
Who  knows  the  joyful  sound. 

2  Come,  then,  with   all  your  wants  and 

wounds, 
Your  every  burden  bring ; 
Here  love,  unchanging  love,  abounds, 
A  deep  celestial  spring. 

3  This  spring  with  living  water  flows, 

And  heavenly  joy  imparts; 
Come,  thirsty  souls,  your  wants  disclose, 
And  drink  with  thankful  hearts. 

Samuel  Medley. 


79    CM. 

1  Why  should  the  children  of  a  King 

Go  mourning  all  their  days  ? 
Great  Comforter,  descend  and  bring 
Some  tokens  of  thy  grace. 

2  Dost  thou  not  dwell  in  all  the  saints, 

And  seal  the  heirs  of  heaven? 
When  wilt  thou  banish  my  complaints 
And  show  my  sins  forgiven  ? 

3  Assure  my  conscience  of  her  part 

In  the  Redeemer's  blood  ; 
And  bear  thy  witness  with  my  heart, 
That  I  am  born  of  God. 

4  Thou  art  the  earnest  of  his  love, 

The  pledge  of  joys  to  come ; 
And  thy  son  wings,  celestial  Dove, 
Will  6afe  convey  me  home. 

Isaac  Watts. 
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80    CM.    rWw  na 

1  This  is  the  day  the  Lord  hath  made, 

He  calk  the  hoars  his  own  : 
Let  heaven  rejoice,  lei  earth  be  glad, 
And  praise  surround  the  throne. 

2  To-day  he  rose  and  left  the  dead. 

And  Satan's  empire  fell ; 
To-day  the  saints  his  triumph  spread, 
Ami  all  his  wonders  tell. 

3  Hosanna  to  th'  anointed  King, 

To  David's  holy  Son  ; 
Jielp  us,  O  Lord,  descend  and  bring 
Salvation  from  thy  throne. 

4  Blest  be  the  Lord,  who  comes  to  men 

With  messages  of  grace  ; 
Who  comes  in  God,  his  Father's  name, 
To  save  our  sinful  race. 

5  Hosanna  in  the  highest  strains 

The  church  on  earth  can  raise ; 
The  highest  heavens,  in  Avhich  he  reigns, 
Shall  give  him  nobler  praise. 

Isaac  Watts. 


81    CM. 

1  In  thy  great  name,  O  Lord,  we  come, 

To  worship  at  thy  feet; 
Oh,  pour  thy  Holy  "Spirit  down 
On  all  that  now  shall  meet. 

2  We  come  to  hear  Jehovah  speak, 

To  hear  the  Saviour's  voice : 
Thy  face  and  favor,  Lord,  we  seek, 
Now  make  our  hearts  rejoice. 

3  Teach  us  to  pray,  and  praise,  and  hear, 

And  understand  thy  word  ; 
To  feel  thy  blissful  presence  near, 
And  trust  our  living  Lord. 

4  Here  let  thy  power  and  grace  be  felt ; 

Thy  love  and  mercy  known  ; 

Our  icy  hearts,  dear  Jesus,  melt, 

And  break  this  flinty  stone. 

5  Let  sinners,  Lord,  thy  goodness  prove, 

And  saints  rejoice  in  thee ;  . 
Let  rebels  be  subdued  by  love, 
And  to  the  Saviour  flee. 


82    C.  M. 

1  To  our  Redeemer's  glorious  name 

Awake  the  sacred  song ; 
Oh,  may  his  love — immortal  flame — 
Tune  every  heart  and  tongue. 

2  His  love,  what  mortal  thought  can  reach, 

What  mortal  tongue  display  ; 
Imagination's  utmost  stretch" 
In  wonder  dies  away. 


:*>  Dear  Lord,  while  we,  adoring,  pay 
Our  humble  thanks  t<>  theej 
May  every  heart  with  rapture  say, 
"  The  Saviour  died  for  me.w 

4  Oh,  may  the  sweet,  the  blissful  theme. 
Pill  every  heart  and  tongue, 

Till  strangers  love  thy  charming  name, 

And  join  the  sacred  song. 


83      CM.     Bemertmi. 

1  When  langnor  and  disease  invade 

This  trembling  house  of  clay, 
'T  is  sweet  to  look  beyond  my  pain, 
And  long  to  fly  away  : 

2  Sweet  to  look  inward^  and  attend 

The  whispers  of  his  love ; 
Sweet  to  look  upward  to  the  place 
Where  Jesus  pleads  above ; 

3  Sweet  on  his  faithfulness  to  rest, 

Whose  love  can  never  end  ; 
Sweet  on  his  covenant  of  grace 
For  all  things  to  depend ; 

4  Sweet,  in  the  confidence  of  faith, 

To  trust  his  firm  decrees ; 
Sweet  to  lie  passive  in  his  hands, 
And  know  no  will  but  his. 

5  If  such  the  sweetness  of  the  stream, 

What  must  the  fountain  be, 
Where  saints  and  angels  draw  their  bliss, 
Immediately  from  thee. 

Toplady. 


84     B.  M.     Boyhton,  p.  42. 

1  It  is  not  death  to  die, 

To  leave  this  weary  road, 
And  'midst  the  brotherhood  on  high 
To  be  at  home  with  God. 

2  It  is  not  death  to  close 

The  eye  long  dimmed  by  tears, 
And  wake  in  glorious  repose, 
To  spend  eternal  years. 

3  It  is  not  death  to  bear 

The  wrench  that  sets  us  free 
From  dungeon  chain,  to  breathe  the  air 
Of  boundless  liberty. 

4  It  is  not  death  to  fling 

Aside  this  sinful  dust, 
And  rise,  on  strong,  exulting  wing 
To  live  among  the  just. 

5  Jesus,  thou  Prince  of  life, 

Thy  chosen  cannot  die; 
Like  thee,  they  conquer  in  the  strife 
To  reign  with  thee  on  high. 
Cesar  Malan,  tr.  by  U.  W.  Bethuxb. 
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85  C.  M. 

1  Oh,  for  a  heart  to  praise  my  God, 

A  heart  from  sin  set  free, 
A  heart  that  always  feels  thy  blood, 
So  freely  spilt  for  me ; 

2  A  heart  resigned,  submissive,  meek, 

My  great  Redeemer's  throne, 
Where  only  Christ  is  heard  to  speak, 
Where  Jesus  reigns  alone. 

3  Oh,  for  a  lowly,  contrite  heart, 

Believing,  true,  and  clean  ; 
Which  neither  life  nor  death  can  part 
From  him  that  dwells  within. 

4  A  heart  in  every  thought  renewed, 

And  full  of  love  divine ; 
Perfect  and  right,  and  pure,  and  good, 
A  copy,  Lord,  of  thine. 

Charles  Wesley. 

86  S.  M.     St.  Thomas,  p.  46 

1  Your  harps,  ye  trembling  saints, 

Down  from  the  willows  take ; 
Loud  to  the  praise  of  love  divine, 
Bid  every  string  awake. 

2  Though  in  a  foreign  land, 

We  are  not  far  from  home  ; 
And  nearer  to  our  house  above, 
We  every  moment  come. 

3  His  grace  will  to  the  end 

Stronger  and  brighter  shine ; 
Nor  present  things,  nor  things  to  come, 
Shall  quench  the  spark  divine. 

4  Soon  shall  our  doubts,  and  fears 

Subside  at  his  control ; 
His  loving  kindness  shall  break  through 
The  midnight  of  the  soul. 

Toplady. 

87  S.  M.     Olmutz. 

1  Come,  Holy  Spirit !  come ; 

Let  thy  bright  beams  arise, 
Dispel  the  sorrow  from  our  minds, 
The  darkness  from  our  eyes. 

2  Convince  us  of  our  sin, 

Then  lead  to  Jesus'  blood, 
And  to  our  wondering  view  reveal 
The  secret  love  of  God. 

3  Revive  our  drooping  faith, 

Our  doubts  and  fears  remove, 
And  kindle  in  our  breasts  the  name 
Of  never-dying  love. 

4  'T  is  thine  to  cleanse  the  heart, 

To  sanctify  the  soul, 
To  pour  fresh  life  in  every  part, 
And  new-create  the  whole. 

Joseph  Hart. 


8  8    CM. 

1  I'm  not  ashamed  to  own  my  Lord, 
( )r  to  defend  his  cause, 

Maintain  the  honor  of  his  word, 
The  glory  of  his  cross. 

•1  Jesus,  my  God,  I  know  his  name, 

I  lis  name  is  all  my  trust ; 
Nor  will  he  put  my  soul  to  shame, 
Nor  let  my  hope  be  lost. 

3  Firm  as  his  throne  his  promise  stands, 

And  he  can  well  secure 
What  I  've  committed  to  his  hands 
Till  the  decisive  hour. 

4  Then  will  he  own  my  worthless  name, 

Before  his  Father's  face, 
And  in  the  new  Jerusalem 
Appoint  my  soul  a  place. 

Isaac  Watts. 

83     8.  M.       Laban,    p.  44. 

1  Raise  your  triumphant  songs 

To  an  immortal  tune ; 
Let  the  wide  earth  resound  the  deeds 
Celestial  grace  has  done. 

2  Sing,  how  eternal  love 

Its  chief  beloved  chose, 
And  bade  him  raise  our  wretched  race 
From  their  abyss  of  woes. 

3  His  hand  no  thunder  bears, 

No  terror  clothes  his  brow, 
No  bolts  to  drive  our  guilty  souls 
To  fiercer  flames  below. 

4  'T  was  mercy  filled  the  throne, 

And  wrath  stood  silent  by,       [down, 
WThen  Christ  was  sent,  with  pardons, 
To  rebels  doomed  to  die. 

Isaac  Watts. 

SO     S.  M.     Boylston,  p.  42. 

1  Welcome  sweet  day  of  rest 

That  saw  the  Lord  arise ; 
WTelcome  to  this  reviving  breast, 
And  these  rejoicing  eyes. 

2  The  King  himself  comes  near, 

And  feasts  hiseaints  to-day: 
Here  we  may  sit,  and  see  him  here, 
And  love  and  praise  and  pray. 

3  One  day  amidst  the  place 

Where  my  dear  God  hath  been, 
Is  sweeter  than  ten  thousand  days 
Of  pleasurable  sin. 

4  My  willing  son]  would  stay 

1  n  such  a  frame  as  this. 
And  sing,  and  hear  herself  away 
To  everlasting  bliss. 

Isaac  Watts. 
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91    CM. 

1  My  drowsy  powers,  why  sleep  ye  so  ? 

Awake,  my  sluggish  soul, 
Nothing  has  half  thy  work  to  do, 
Yet  nothing's  half  so  dull. 

2  The  little  ants,  for  one  poor  grain, 

How  they  will  toil  and  strive ; 
Yet  we,  who  have  a  heaven  to  gain, 
How  negligent  we  live  ! 

3  We,  for  whose  sake  all  nature  stands, 

And  stars  their  courses  move; 
We,  for  whose  guard  the  angel-bands 
Come  flying  from  above ; 

4  We,  for  whom  God  the  Son  came  down, 

To  labor  for  our  good, 
How  careless  to  secure  that  crown 
He  purchased  with  his  blood! 

5  Lord,  shall  we  live  so  sluggish  still, 

And  never  act  our  parts  ?  [hill, 

Come,  holy  Dove,  from  th'  heavenly 
And  sit  and  warm  our  hearts. 

6  Then  shall  our  active  spirits  move, 

Upward  our  souls  shall  rise, 
With  hands  of  faith  and  wings  of  love, 
We  '11  fly  and  take  the  prize. 

Isaac  Watts. 


32     CM.    Brown. 

1  The  head  that  once  was  crowned  with 

thorns, 
Is  crowned  with  glory  now ; 
A  royal  diadem  adorns 
The  mighty  Victor's  brow. 

2  The  highest  place  that  heaven  affords, 

Is  his  by  sovereign  right  ; 
The  King  of  kings,  the  Lord  of  lords, 
He  reigns  in  glory  bright ; 

3  The  joy  of  all  who  dwell  above, 

The  joy  of  all  below, 
To  whom  he  manifests  his  love, 
And  grants  his  name  to  know. 

4  To  them  the  cross,  with  all  its  shame, 

With  all  its  grace,  is  given  ; 

Their  name,  an  everlasting  name, 

Their  joy,  the  joy  of  heaven. 

5  They  suffer  with  their  Lord  below, 

They  reign  with  him  above, 
Their  profit  and  their  joy  to  know 
The  mystery  of  his  love. 

6  The  cross  he  bore  is  life  and  health, 

Though  shame  and  death  to  him  ; 
His  people's  hope,  his  people's  wealth, 
Their  everlasting  theme. 

Thomas  Kei.i.y. 


93     8s  &  7s  Double.    Austria,  p.  64. 

1  Hail,  thou  once  despised  Jesus, 

Hail,  thou  I  ialilc.-m  BjOgl 

Thou  didst  >uIKt  to  release  as, 

Thou  didst  free  salvation  bring. 
Hail,  thou  agonizing  Saviour, 

Bearer  of  our  sin  and  shame ; 
By  thy  merits  we  find  favor; 

Life  is  given  through  thy  name. 

2  Paschal  Lamb,  by  God  appointed, 

All  our  sins  on  thee  were  laid ; 
By  almighty  love  anointed, 

Thou  hast  full  atonement  made  ; 
All  thy  people  are  forgiven, 

Through  the  virtue  of  thy  blood ; 
Opened  is  the  gate  of  heaven, 

Peace  is  made  'twixt  man  and  God. 

3  Jesns,  hail,  enthroned  in  glory, 

There  forever  to  abide ; 
All  the  heavenly  hosts  adore  thee, 

Seated  at  thy  Father's  side. 
There  for  sinners  thou  art  pleading ; 

There  thou  dost  our  place  prepare, 
Ever  for  us  interceding, 

Till  in  glory  we  appear. 

4  Worship,  honor,  power  and  blessing, 

Thou  art  worthy  to  receive  ; 
Loudest  praises  without  ceasing, 

Meet  it  is  for  us  to  give. 
Help,  ye  bright  angelic  spirits, 

Bring  your  sweetest,  noblest  lays ; 
Help  to  sing  our  Saviour's  merits, 

Help  to  chant  Immanuel's  praise. 
John  Bakewell. 


34     8s,  7s.     Wilmot,  p.  62. 

1  God  is  love ;  his  mercy  brightens 

All  the  path  in  which  we  rove ; 
Bliss  he  wakes,  and  woe  he  lightens ; 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

2  Chance  and  change  are  busy  ever ; 

Man  decays,  and  ages  move ; 
But  his  mercy  waneth  never ; 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

3  E'en  the  hour  thai  darkest  seemeth, 

Will  his  changeless  goodness  prove ; 
From  the  gloom  his  brightness  Btreamr 

God  is  wisdom,  ( tod  is  love.       [  eth  ; 

4  He  with  earthly  cares  entwineth 

Hope  and  comfort  from  above  : 
Everywhere  his  glory  shineth  ; 
God  is  wisdom,  God  Lb  love, 

johh  Bowanro, 
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WOODLAND.      C.  M. 


N.  D.  Gould. 


LANESBORO'.      C.  M, 


English  Melody.      W.  Dixon. 


BRADFORD.      C.  M. 


Handel. 
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95     CM.     Psalm  23.     Evan.  97     C.  M.     Evan. 


1  The  Lord's  my  Shepherd,  I  '11  not  want : 

He  makes  me  down  to  lie 
In  pastures  green  ;  he  leadeth  me 
The  quiet  waters  by. 

2  My  soul  he  doth  restore  again, 

And  me  to  walk  doth  make 
Within  the  paths  of  righteousness, 
E'en  for  his  own  name's  sake. 


3  Yea,  though  I  walk  in  death's  dark  vale, 

Yet  will  I  fear  no  ill ; 
For  thou  art  with  me,  and  thy  rod 
And  staff  me  comfort  still. 

4  My  table  thou  hast  furnished 

In  presence  of  my  foes ; 
My  head  thou  dost  with  oil  anoint, 
And  my  cup  overflows. 

5  Goodness  and  mercy  all  my  life 

Shall  surely  follow  me, 
And  in  God's  house  for  evermore 
My  dwelling  place  shall  be. 

Old  Scotch  Version. 


96     CM.    Psalm  122. 

1  How  did  my  heart  rejoice  to  hear 

My  friends  devoutly  say, 
"  In  Zion  let  us  all  appear, 
And  keep  the  solemn  day." 

2  I  love  her  gates,  I  love  the  road ; 

The  church  adorned  with  grace, 
Stands  like  a  palace  built  for  God, 
To  show  his  milder  face. 


3  Up  to  her  courts,  with  joys  unknown, 

The  holy  tribes  repair ; 
The  Son  of  David  holds  his  throne, 
And  sits  in  judgment  there. 

4  Peace  be  within  this  sacred  place, 

And  joy  a  constant  guest ; 
With  holy  gifts  and  heavenly  grace 
Be  her  attendants  blest. 


5  My  soul  shall  pray  for  Zion  still, 
While  life  or  breath  remains ; 
Here  my  best  friends,  my  kindred  dwell, 
Here  God  my  Saviour  reigns. 

Isaac  Watts. 


1  How  sad  our  state  by  nature  is ; 
( )ur  sin,  how  deep  it  stains  ; 
And  Satan  binds  our  captive  minds 
Fast  in  his  slavish  chains. 


2  But  there's  a  voice  of  sovereign  grace, 

Sounds  from  the  sacred  word, 
"  Ho,  ye  despairing  sinners,  come, 
And  trust  upon  the  Lord." 

3  My  soul  obeys  th'  almighty  call, 

And  runs  to  this  relief; 
I  would  believe  thy  promise,  Lord ; 
Oh,  help  my  unbelief. 

4  To  the  dear  fountain  of  thy  blood, 

Incarnate  God,  I  fly ; 
Here  let  me  wash  my  spotted  soul 
From  crimes  of  deepest  dye. 

5  A  guilty,  weak,  and  helpless  worm, 

On  thy  kind  arms  I  fall: 
Be  thou  my  strength  and  righteousness, 
My  Saviour  and  my  all. 

Isaac  Watts. 


98     S.  M.     Laban,  p.  44. 

1  Revive  thy  work,  O  Lord, 

Thy  mighty  arm  make  bare ; 
Speak,  with  the  voice  that  wakes  the 
dead, 
And  make  thy  people  hear. 

2  Revive  thy  work,  O  Lord, 

Disturb  this  sleep  of  death ; 
Quicken  the  smouldering  embers  now, 
By  thine  almighty  breath. 

3  Revive  thy  work,  O  Lord, 

Create  soul-thirst  for  thee ; 
And  hungering  for  the  bread  of  life, 
Oh,  may  our  spirits  be. 

• 

4  Revive  thy  work,  O  Lord, 

Exalt  thy  precious  name ; 
And,  by  the  Holy  Ghost,  our  love 
For  thee  and  thine  inflame. 


5  Revive  thy  work,  O  Lord, 

And  give  refreshing  showers; 
The  glory  shall  be  all  thine  own, 
The  blessing,  Lord,  be  ours. 

A.   MlDLANE. 
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L.  Mason. 


OLMUTZ.      S.  M, 


L.  Mason. 
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03    S.  M.    Paalm  137.    Boylston, 

1  I  love  thy  kingdom,  Lord, 

The  house  OI  thine  abode, 
The  church  our  blest  Redeemer  saved 
With  his  own  precious  blood. 

2  I  love-thy  church,  O  God; 

Her  walls  before  thee  stand, 
Dear  as  the  apple  of  thine  eye, 
And  graven  on  thy  hand. 

3  If  e'er  my  heart  forget 

Her  welfare  or  her  woe, 
Let  every  joy  this  heart  forsake, 
And  every  grief  o'erllow. 

4  For  her  my  tears  shall  fall, 

For  her  my  prayers  ascend ; 
To  her  my  cares  and  tods  be  given, 
Till  toils  and  cares  shall  end. 

5  Beyond  my  highest  joy 

I  prize  her  heavenly  ways, 
Her  sweet  communion,  solemn  vows, 
Her  hymns  of  love  and  praise. 

6  Sure  as  thy  truth  shall  last, 

To  Zion  shall  be  given 
The  brightest  glories  earth  can  yield 
And  brighter  bliss  of  heaven. 

Timothy  Dwight. 


lOO     S.  M.     Psalm  23. 

1  The  Lord  my  Shepherd  is, 

I  shall  -be  well  supplied, 
Since  he  is  mine,  and  I  am  his, 
What  can  I  want  beside  ? 

2  He  leads  me  to  the  place 

Where  heavenly  pasture  grows ; 
Where  living  waters  gently  pass, 
And  full  salvation  Sows. 

3  If  e'er  I  go  astray, 

He  doth  my  soul  reclaim, 
And  guides  me  in  his  own  right  way, 
For  his  most  holy  name. 

4  While  he  affords  his  aid, 

I  cannot  yield  to  fear : 
Though  I  should  walk  through  death' 
dark  shade, 
My  shepherd's  with  me  there. 

5  In  spite  of  all  my  foes, 

Thou  dost  my  table  spread  ; 
My  cup  with  blessings  overflows, 
And  joy  exalts  my  head. 

6  The  bounties  of  thy  love 

Shall  crown  my  following  days ; 
Nor  from  thy  house  will  I  remove, 
Nor  cease  to  speak  thy  praise. 

Isaac  Watts. 


101  S.  M. 

1  Blest  be  the  tie  that  hinds 

Our  hearts  in  Christian  love; 
The  fellowship  of  kindred  minds 
Is  like  to  that  above. 

2  Before  our  Father's  throne, 

We  pour  our  ardent  prayers; 
Our  fears,  our  hopes,  our  aims,  are  one, 
Our  comforts  and  our  cares. 

3  We  share  each  other's  woes, 

Each  other's  burdens  bear ; 
And  often  for  each  other,  Hows 
The  sympathizing  tear. 

4  When  we  asunder  part, 

It  gives  us  inward  pain  ; 
But  we  shall  still  be  joined  in  heart-, 
And  hope  to  meet  again. 

5  This  glorious  hope  revives 

Our  courage  by  the  way ; 
While  each  in  expectation  lives, 
And  longs  to  see  the  day. 

John  Fawcett. 

102  S.  M.    Psalm  95.     Silver  Street, 

p.  46. 

1  Come,  sound  his  praise  abroad, 

And  hymns  of  glory  sing ; 
Jehovah  is  the  sovereign  God, 
The  universal  King. 

2  He  formed  the  deeps  unknown  ; 

He  gave  the  seas  their  bound ; 
The  watery  wTorlds  are  all  his  own, 
And  all  the  solid  ground. 

3  Come,  worship  at  his  throne, 

Come,  bow  before  the  Lord ; 
We  are  his  work,  and  not  our  own ; 
Pie  formed  us  by  his  word. 

4  To-day  attend  his  voice, 

Nor  dare  provoke  his  rod  ; 
Come,  like  the  people  of  his  choice, 
And  own  your  gracious  God. 

Isaac  Watts. 

103  S.  M.     Mornington. 

1  Did  Christ  o'er  sinners  weep  ; 

And  shall  our  cheeks  be  dry  ? 
Let  floods  of  penitential  grief 
Burst. forth  from  every  eye. 

2  The  Son  of  God  in  tears, 

Angels  with  wonder  see; 
Be  thou  astonished,  O  my  soul, 
He  shed  those  tears  for  thee. 

3  He  wept,  that  we  might  weep  ; 

Each  sin  demands  a  tear: 
In  heaven  alone  no  sin  is  found, 
And  there's  no  weeping  there. 

Bknjamin  Beddomk. 
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L.  Mason. 
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STATE  STREET.      S.  M. 


I.  C.  Woodman. 
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104  S.  M.     Laban. 

1  My  soul,  be  on  thy  guard, 

Ten  thousand  foes  arise, 
And  hosts  of  sin  are  pressing  hard 
To  draw- thee  from  the  skies. 

2  Oh,  watch  and  fight  and  pray ; 

The  battle  ne'er  give  o'er ; 
Renew  it  boldly  every  day, 
And  help  divine  implore. 

3  Ne'er  think  the  victory  won, 

Nor  lay  thine  armor  down  ; 
Thine  arduous  work  will  not  be  done 
Till  thou  obtain  thy  crown. 

4  Fight  on,  my  soul,  till  death 

Shall  bring  thee  to  thy  God ! 
He  '11  take  thee  at  thy  parting  breath 
Up  to  his  blest  abode. 

George  Heath. 

105  S.  M. 

1  Come,  we  that  love  the  Lord, 

And  let  our  joys  be  known ; 
Join  in  a  song  with  sweet  accord, 
"And  thus  surround  the  throne. 

2  Let  those  refuse  to  sing, 

That  never  knew  our  God ; 
But  favorites  of  the  heavenly  King 
May  speak  their  joys  abroad. 

3  The  hill  of  Zion  yields 

A  thousand  sacred  sweets, 
Before  we  reach  the  heavenly  fields, 
Or  walk  the  golden  streets. 

4  Then  let  our  songs  abound, 

And  every  tear  be  dry ;  [ground 

We  'er  marching  through  Immanuel's 
To  fairer  worlds  on  high. 

Isaac  Watts. 

106  S.  M. 

1  Not  all  the  blood  of  beasts 

On  Jewish  altars  slain, 
Could  give  the  guilty  conscience  peace, 
Or  wash  away  the  stain. 

2  But  Christ,  the  heavenly  Lamb, 

Takes  all  our  sins  away ; 
A  sacrifice  of  nobler  name, 
And  richer  blood  than  they. 

3  My  faith  would  lay  her  hand 

On  that  dear  head  of  thine, 
While  like  a  penitent  I  stand, 
And  there  confess  my  sin. 

4  Believing,  we  rejoice 

To  see  the  curse  remove ; 
We  bless  the  Lamb  with  cheerful  voice, 
And  sing  his  bleeding  love. 

Isaac  Watts. 


107     S.  M.      Psalm  103. 

1  oh,  bless  the  Lord,  my  -mil, 

Let  all  within  me  join, 
And  aid  my  tongue  to  bless  his  name, 
Whose  favors  arc  divine. 

2  Oh,  bless  the  Lord,  my  soul, 

Nor  let  his  mercies  lie 
Forgotten  in  unthankfulness 
And  without  praises  die. 

3  He  crowns  thy  life  with  love 

When  ransomed  from  the  grave ; 
He  that  redeemed  my  soul  from  hell 
Hath  sovereign  power  to  save. 

4  His  wondrous  works  and  ways 

He  made  by  Moses  known ; 
But  sent  the  world  his  truth  and  grace 
By  his  beloved  Son. 

Isaac  Watts. 

lOS    S.  M. 

1  A  parting  hymn  we  sing 

Around  thy  table  Lord; 
Again  our  grateful  tribute  bring, 
Our  solemn  vows  record. 

2  Here  have  we  seen  thy  face, 

And  felt  thy  presence  here ; 
So  may  the  Saviour  of  thy  grace 
.In  word  and  life  appear. 

3  The  purchase  of  thy  blood, 

By  sin  no  longer  led, 
The  path  our  dear  Redeemer  trod, 
May  we  rejoicing  tread. 

4  In  self-forgetting  love 

Be  our  communion  shown, 
Until  we  join  the  church  above, 
And  know  as  we  are  known. 

Aaron  Robarts  Wolfe. 

109    S.  M. 

1  Jesus,  who  knows  full  well, 

The  heart  of  every  saint, 

Invites  us,  by  his  holy  word, 

To  pray,  and  never  faint. 

2  He  bows  his  gracious  ear ; 

We  never  plead  in  vain ; 
Yet  we  must  wait  till  he  appear, 
And  pray,  and  pray  again. 

3  Jesus,  the  Lord,  will  he^r 

His  chosen  when 'they  cry; 
Vis,  though  he  may  a  while  forbear, 
He'll  help  them  from  on  high. 

4  Then  let  us  earnest  be, 

And  never  faint  in  prayer; 
He  loves  our  importunity, 

And  makes  our  cause  his  care. 

John  Newton. 
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ST.  THOMAS.      S.  M.  A.  Williams. 


DENNIS.      S.  M. 


H.  G.  Xaegeli. 


SILVER   STREET.      S.  M, 


Isaac  Smith. 
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HO      B.  M.     St.  Thomas. 

1  Soldiers  of  Christ  I  arise, 

And  pal  your  armor  on,      [supplies 
Strong  in    the    strength   which    God 

Through  his  eternal  Son. 

2  Strong  in  the  Lord  of  hostfl 

And  in  his  mighty  power; 
Who  in  the  strength  of  Jesus  trusts 
Is  more  than  conqueror. 

3  Stand  then  in  his  great  might, 

With  all  his  strength  endued; 
And  take,  to  arm  you  for  the  fight, 
The  panoply  of  God : 

4  That,  having  all  things  done,. 

And  all  your  conflicts  past, 
Ye  may  o'ercome  through  Christ  alone, 
And  stand  entire  at  last 

5  From  strength  to  strength  go  on ; 

Wrestle,  and  fight,  and  pray  ; 
Tread  all  the  powers  of  darkness  down, 
And  win  the  well  fought  day. 

6  Still  let  the  Spirit  cry 

In  all  his  soldiers,  "  Come !" 
Till  Christ  the  Lord  descends  from  high, 
And  takes  the  conqueror  home. 

Charles  Wesley. 


Ill    S.  M.    Dennis. 

1  Oh,  where  shall  rest  be  found, 

Rest  for  the  weary  soul  ? 
'T  were  vain  the  ocean's  depths  to  sound 
Or  pierce  to  either  pole. 

2  The  world  can  never  give 

The  bliss  for  which  we  sigh  : 
'T  is  not  the  whole  of  life  to  live, 
Nor  all  of  death  to  die. 

3  Beyond  this  vale  of  tears 

There  is  a  life  above, 
Unmeasured  by  the  flight  of  years, 
And  all  that  life  is  love. 

4  There  is  a  death  whose  pang 

Outlasts  the  fleeting  breath : 
Oh,  what  eternal  horrors  hang 
Around  the  second  death  ! 

5  Lord,  God  of  truth  and  grace, 

Teach  us  that  death  to  shun, 
Lest  we  be  banished  from  thy  face, 
And  evermore  undone. 

James  Montgomery. 


112  8.M. 

1  A  charge  to  keep  I  hare, 

A  <  rod  to  glorify, 
A  never-dying  son]  t<>  save, 
And  lit  it  for  the  sky. 

2  To  serve  the  present  age, 

My  calling  to  fulfil, 
Oh,  may  it  all  my  powers  engage 
To  do  my  Master's  will. 

3  Arm  me  with  jealous  care, 

A-  in  thy  sight  to  live; 
And  oh,  thy  servant,  Lord,  prepare 
A  strict  account  to  give. 

4  Help  me  to  watch  and  pray, 

And  on  thyself  rely, 
Assured,  if  I  my  trust  betray, 
I  shall  forever  die. 

Charles  Wesley. 

113  S.  M.     Silver  Street. 

1  Grace  !  't  is  a  charming  sound, 

Harmonious  to  the  ear ; 
Heaven  with  the  echo  shall  resound, 
And  all  the  earth  shall  hear. 

2  Grace  first  contrived  the  "way 

To  save  rebellious  man, 
And  all  the  steps  that  grace  display 
Which  drew  the  wondrous  plan. 

3  Grace  led  my  roving  feet 

To  tread  the  heavenly  road, 
And  new  supplies  each  hour  I  meet 
While  pressing  on  to  God. 

4  Grace  all  the  work  shall  crown 

Through  everlasting  days ; 
It  lays  in  heaven  the  topmost  stone, 
And  well  deserves  the  praise. 

Philip  Doddridge. 

114  S.  M.     Laban,  p.  44. 

1  Awake,  and  sing  the  song 

Of  Moses  and  the  Lamb; 
Wake  every  heart  and  every  tongue! 
To  praise  the  Saviour's  name. 

2  Sing  of  his  dying  love ; 

Sing  of  his  rising  power ; 
Sing  how  he  intercedes  above 
For  those  whose  sins  he  bore. 

3  Sing  on  your  heavenly  way. 

Ye  ransomed  sinners !  sing ; 

Sing  on,  rejoicing,  every  day, 

In  Christ,  the  eternal  King. 

4  Soon  shall  our  raptured  tongue 

His  endless  praise  proclaim  ; 
And  sweeter  voices  tunc  the  song 
Of  Moses  and  the  Lamb. 

William  Hammokd. 
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MERIBAH.      C.  P.  M, 


L.  Mason. 


DALSTON.      S.  P.  M. 


A.  Williams. 
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1  Oh,  could  I  speak  the  matchless  worth, 

Oh,  could  I  sound  the  glories  forth, 

Which  in  my  Saviour  shine; 

I'd  soar  and  touch  the  heavenly  strings, 
And  vie  with  Gabriel  while  he  sings 
In  notes  almost  divine. 


2  I'd  sing  the  precious  blood  he  spilt, 
My  ransom  from  the  dreadful  guilt 

Of  sin  and  wrath  divine ; 

I  'd  sing  his  glorious  righteousness, 

In  which  all-perfect  heavenly  dress 

My  soul  shall  ever  shine. 


3  I'd  sing  the  characters  he  bears, 
And  all  the  forms  of  love  he  wears, 

Exalted  on  his  throne  ; 
In  loftiest  songs  of  sweetest  praise 
I  would  to  everlasting  days 

Make  all  his  glories  known. 

4  Well,  the  delightful  day  will  come, 
When   my  dear   Lord  will   bring  me 

home, 
And  I  shall  see  his  face; 
Then  with  my  Saviour,  Brother,  Friend, 
A  blest  eternity  I  '11  spend, 
Triumphant  in  his  grace. 

Samuel  Medley. 


116     C.P.  M.    Arid. 

1  Lo,  on  a  narrow  neck  of  land, 
'Twixt  two  unbounded  seas  I  stand, 

Yet  how  insensible ! 
A  point  of  time,  a  moment's  space, 
Removes  me  to  yon  heavenly  place, 

Or  shuts  me  up  in  hell. 


2  O  God,  my  inmost  soul  convert, 
And  deeply  on  my  thoughtful  heart 

Eternal  things  impress ; 
Give  me  to  feel  their  solemn  weight, 
And  save  me  ere  it  be  too  late, 

Wake  me  to  righteousness. 


Be  this  my  one  great  bus'ness  here, 
With  holy  trembling,  holy  fear, 

To  make  my  calling  sure ; 
Thine  utmost  counsel  to  fulfil, 
And  suffer  all  thy  righteous  will, 

And  to  the  end  endure. 


4  Then,  Saviour,  then  my  soul  receive, 
Transported  from  this  rale.  t<>  live, 
And  reigo  with  thee  above ; 

Where  faith  is  sweetly  lo>t  in  Bight 

Ami  hope  iii  full  supreme  delight, 

And  everlasting  love. 

Charles  Wesley. 


11  "7     S.  P.  M.     Psalm  122.     Dalston. 

1  How  pleased  and  blessed  was  I 
To  hear  the  people  cry, 

"  Come,  let  us  seek  our  God  to-day." 

Yes,  with  a  cheerful  zeal 

We  haste  to  Zion's  hill, 
And  there  our  vows  and  honors  pay. 

2  Zion,  thrice  happy  place, 
Adorned  with  wondrous  grace, 

1  And  walls  of  strength  embrace  thee  round  ; 
In  thee  our  tribes  appear 
To  pray,  and  praise,  and  hear 
The  sacred  gospel's  joyful  sound. 

3  May  peace  attend  thy  gate, 
And  joy  within  thee  wait, 

To  bless  the  soul  of  every  guest ; 
The  man  who  seeks  thy  peace, 
And  wishes  thine  increase — 

A  thousand  blessings  on  him  rest. 

4  My  tongue  repeats  her  vows, 
"  Peace  to  this  sacred  house," 

For  here  my  friends  and  kindred  dwell ; 

And  since  my  glorious  God 

Makes  thee  his  blest  abode, 
My  soul  shall  ever  love  thee  well. 

Isaac  Watts. 


118    C.  M. 


Double. 
p.  26. 


Brattle  Street, 


1  When  all  thy  mercies,  O  my  God, 

My  rising  soul  surveys, 
Transported  with  the  view,  I  'in  lost 

In  wonder  love  and  praise. 
Ten  thousand  thousand  precious  gifts 

My  daily  thanks  employ; 
Nor  is  the  least  a  cheerful  heart, 

That  tastes  those  gifts  with  joy. 

2  Through  every  period  of  my  life 

Thy  goodness  I  '11  pursue  ; 
And  after  death,  in  distant  worlds, 

The  glorious  theme  renew. 
Through  all  eternity,  to  thee 

A  joyful  song  1'li  raise; 
But  oh,  eternity's  too  short 

To  utter  all  thy  praise. 

Joseph  Addison. 
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lid     ?,  6,  8,  6,  8,  8.     Hasting*. 

1  How  calm  and  beautiful  the  nioni 

That  gilds  the  saered  tomb. 

Where  once  the  crucified  was  borne, 

And  vcik-d  in  midnight  gloom  I 
Oh,  weep  no  more  the  Saviour  alain, 
The  Lord  is  risen,  he  lives  again. 

2  Ye  mourning  saints,  dry  every  tear 

For  your  departed  Lord, 
"Behold  the  place,  he  is  not  here," 

The  tomb  is  all  unbarred  : 
The  gates  of  death  were  closed  in  vain, 
The  Lord  is  risen  he  lives  again. 

Thomas  Hasting. 


12  O     8,  6,  8,  6,  8,  8.     Hastings. 

1  Lord  of  my  life,  whose  tender  care 

Hath  led  me  on  till  now, 
Here  lowly  at  the  hour  of  prayer 

Before  thy  throne  I  bow; 
I  bless  thy  gracious  hand,  and  pray 
Forgiveness  for  another  day. 

2  Oh,  may  I  daily,  hourly,  strive 

In  heavenly  grace  to  grow  ; 
To  thee  and  to  thy  glory  live, 

Dead  else  to  all  below ; 
Tread  in  the  path  my  Saviour  trod, 
Though  thorny,  yet  the  path  to  God. 

3  With  prayer  my  humble  praise  I  bring 

For  mercies  day  by  day  : 
Lord,  teach  my  heart  thy  love  to  sing, 

Lord,  teach  me  how  to  pray  ; 
All  that  I  have,  I  am,  to  thee 
I  offer,  through  eternity. 


121     C.  M.     Stephens,  p.  28. 

1  Through  all  the  changing  scenes  of  life, 

In  trouble  and  in  joy, 
The  praises  of  my  God  shall  still 
My  heart  and  tongue  employ. 

2  The  hosts  of  God  encamp  around 

The  dwellings  of  the  just ; 
Deliverance  he  affords  to  all 
Who  on  his  succor  trust. 

3  Oh,  make  but  trial  of  his  love; 

Experience  will  decide 
How  blest  are  they,  and  only  they, 
Who  in  his  truth  confide. 

4  Fear  him,  ye  saints,  and  you  will  then 

Have  nothing  else  to  fear; 
Make  you  his  service  your  delight — 
He  '11  make  your  wants  his  care. 

Tate  &  Brady. 


122     L.M.    alines.     BrowneU. 

1  \\  Inn  gathering  clouds  around  I  view. 
And  dayB  are  dark,  and  friends  are  few, 

(  »n  him  1  lean  who,  not  in  vain, 
Experienced  every  human  pain; 

He  aees  my  wants,  allays  my  fears. 
And  counts  and  treasure-  up   my  tear-. 

2  If  aught  should  tempt  my  soul  to  stray 
From  heavenly  wisdom's  narrow  way, 
To  fly  the  good  I  would  pursue, 
( )r  do  the  sin  I  would  not  do, 
Still  he,  who  felt  temptation's  power, 
Shall  guard  me  in  that  dangerous  hour. 

And  oh,  when  I  have  safely  passed 
Through  every  conflict  but  the  last, 
Still,  still  unchanging  watch  beside 
My  painful  bed,  for  thou  hast  died  ; 
Then  point  to  realms  of  cloudless  day, 
And  wipe  the  latest  tear  away. 

Robert  Grant. 


123     CM.     Jordan. 

1  Jerusalem,  my  happy  home, 

Name  ever  dear  to  me, 
When  shall  my  labors  have  an  end, 
In  joy  and  peace  and  thee? 

2  When   shall   these   eyes   thy   heaven- 

built  walls 
And  pearly  gates  behold  ; 
Thy  bulwarks  with  salvation  strong, 
And  streets  of  shining  gold  ? 

'I  There  happier  bowers  than  Eden's 
bloom, 

Nor  sin,  nor  sorrow  know ;  [scenes 
'     Blest  seats,  through  rude  and  stormy 

I  onward  press  to  you. 

4  Why  should  I  shrink  at  pain  and  woe, 

Or  feel  at  death  dismay  ? 
I  've  Canaan's  goodly  land  in  view, 
And  realms  of  endless  day. 

5  Apostles,  martyrs,  prophets,  there 

Around  my  Saviour  stand, 
And  soon  my  friends  in  Christ  below 
Will  join  the  glorious  band. 

6  Jerusalem,  my  happy  home, 

My  soul  still  pants  for  thee  J 
Then  shall  my  labors  have  an  end, 
When  1  thy  joy  shall  see. 

John  M.  Dickson. 
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124    7s.    Nvremburg.   Moaattf  p.  56. 

1  "Christ  the  Lord  is  risen  to-day/' 
Sons  of  men  and  angels  say; 
Raise  your  joys  and  triumphs  high, 
Sing,  ye  heavens,  and  earth,  reply. 

2  Love's  redeeming  work  is  done, 
Fought  the  tight,  the  battle  won : 
Lo,  the  sun's  eclipse  is  o'er; 

Lo,  he  sets  in  blood  no  more. 

3  Vain  the  stone,  the  watch,  the  seal ; 
Christ  hath  burst  the  gates  of  hell; 
Death  in  vain  forbids  him  rise; 
Christ  hath  opened  Paradise ! 

4  Lives  again  our  glorious  King; 
Where,  O  Death,  is  now  thy  sting? 
Once  he  died,  our  souls  to  save ; 
Where's  thy  victory,  boasting  grave  ? 

5  Soar  we  now  where  Christ  has  led, 
Following  our  exalted  head ; 
Made  like  him,  like  him  we  rise ; 

'Ours  the  cross,  the  grave,  the  skies. 

Charles  Wesley. 


125  7s, 

1  Now  begin  the  heavenly  theme, 
Sing  aloud  in  Jesus'  name  ; 
Ye,  who  his  salvation  prove, 
Triumph  in  redeeming  love. 

2  Ye  who  see  the  Father's  grace 
Beaming  in  the  Saviour's  face, 
As  to  Canaan  on  ye  move, 
Praise  and  bless  redeeming  love. 

3  Mourning  souls,  dry  up  your  tears ; 
Banish  all  your  guilty  fears ; 

See  your  guilt  and  curse  remove, 
Canceled  by  redeeming  love. 

4  Hither,  then,  your  music  bring ; 
Strike  aloud  each  cheerful  string ; 
Mortals,  join  the  host  above, 
Join  to  praise  redeeming  love. 

Martin  Madan  (?). 

X  2  6     7a.    Hendon. 

1  Ask  ye  what  great  thing  I  know 
That  delights  and  stirs  me  so? 
What  the  high  reward  1  win? 
Whose  the  name  I  glory  in? 

Jesus  Christ,  the  Crucified. 

2  What  is  faith's  foundation  strong? 
What  awakes  my  lips  to  song? 
He  who  bore  my  sinful  load, 
Purchased  for  me  peace  with  God, 

Jesus  Christ,  the  Crucified. 


3  Who  is  life  in  life  to  mr' 

Who  the  .loath  of  death  \%  ill  be? 
Who  will  place  me  on  hi-  right 
With  the  countless  hosts  of  light? 

JestXI  (  hrist,  the  (  rucilir.l. 

4  Thi>  is  that  great  thing  I  know; 

This  delights  and  stirs  nit-  BO| 
Faith  in  him  who  died  to  save, 
Him  who  triumphed  o'er  the  grave, 
Jesus  Christ,  the  Crucified. 

John  S.  B.  M  on  sell. 


X2"7     7s.     Nuremburg. 

1  Children  of  the  heavenly  King, 
As  ye  journey  sweetly  sing; 

Sing  your  Saviour's  worthy  praise, 
Glorious  in  his  works  and  ways. 

2  Ye  are  travelling  home  to  God 
In  the  way  the  fathers  trod; 
They  are  happy  now,  and  we 
Soon  their  happiness  shall  see. 

3  Shout,  ye  little  flock,  and  blest, 
You  near  Jesus'  throne  shall  rest; 
There  your  seats  are  now  prepared, 
There  your  kingdom  and  reward. 

4  Fear  not,  brethren,  joyful  stand 
On  the  borders  of  your  land  : 
Jesus  Christ,  your  Father's  Son, 
Bids  you  undismayed  go  on. 

5  Lord,  submissive  make  us  go, 
Gladly  leaving  all  below  ; 
Only  thou  our  Leader  be, 
And  we  still  will  follow  thee. 

John-  Cennick. 


128     7b.     Zerviah. 

1  Hark  !  my  soul,  it  is  the  Lord  ; 
'T  is  thy  Saviour,  hear  his  word; 
Jesus  speaks,  and  speaks  to  thee : 
"Say,  poor  sinner,  lov'st  thou  me? 

2  "  I  delivered  thee  when  bound, 

And  when  wounded,  healed  thy  wound 
Sought  thee  wandering,  set  thee  right, 
Turned  thy  darkness  into  light. 

3  "Thou  shalt  see  my  glory  soon 
When  the  work  of  grace  is  done; 

Partner  of  my  throne  shalt  be, 
Say,  poor  sinner,  lov'st  thou  me?" 

4  Lord,  it  is  my  chief  complaint 
That  my  love  is  weak  and  faint ; 
Yet  I  love  thee,  and  adore; 
Oh,  for  grace  to  love  thee  more. 

William  Cowvkk. 
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128    7s. 

1  Christ,  of  all  my  hopes  the  ground, 

Christ,  the  spring  of  all  in y  joy, 
Still  in  thee  let  me  he  found. 
Still  for  thee  my  powers  employ. 

2  Fountain  of  overflowing  grace, 

Freely  from  thy  fulness  give; 
Till  I  close  my  earthly  race. 
Be  it,  "  Christ  for  me  to  live." 

3  When  I  touch  the  blessed  shore, 

Back  the  closing  waves  shall  roll ; 

Death's  dark  stream  shall  never  more 

Part  from  thee  my  ravished  soul. 

4  Thus,  oh  thus,  an  entrance  give 

To  the  land  of  cloudless  sky ; 

Having  known  it  "  Christ  to  live," 

Let  me  know  it  "  gain  to  die." 

Ralph  Wardlaw. 

X30     7s.     PleyeFs  Hymn. 

1  Come,  my  soul,  thy  suit  prepare, 
Jesus  loves  to  answer  prayer ; 
He  himself  has  bid  thee  pray, 
Therefore  will  not  say  thee  nay. 

2  Lord,  I  come  to  thee  for  rest, 
Take  possession  of  my  breast ; 
There  thy  blood-bought  right  maintain, 
And  without  a  rival  reign. 

3  While  I  am  a  pilgrim  here, 

#  Let  thy  love  my  spirit  cheer ; 
As  my  Guide,  my  Guard,  my  Friend, 
Lead  me  to  my  journey's  end. 

4  Show  me  what  I  have  to  do, 
Every  hour  my  strength  renew ; 
Let  me  live  a  life  of  faith, 
Let  me  die  thy  people's  death. 

John  Newton. 

X3X     7s.    Seymour. 

.  1  Softly  now  the  light  of  day 
Fades  upon  my  sight  away ; 
Free  from  care,  from  labor  free, 
Lord,  I  would  commune  with  thee; 

2  Thou,  whose  all-pervading  eye 
Naught  escapes  without,  within, 
Pardon  each  infirmity, 
Open  fault,  and  secret  sin. 

3-  Soon,  for  me,  the  light  of  day 
Shall  for  ever  pass  away ; 
Then,  from  sin  and  sorrow  free, 
Take  me,  Lord,  to  dwell  with  thee ; 

4  Thou  who,  sinless,  yet  hast  known 
All  of  man's  infirmity  ; 
Then  from  thine  eternal  throne, 
Jesus,  look  with  pitying  eye. 

G.  W.  Doane. 


132  7s.      Zarviak  p.  52.     Trusting, 

p.  L08. 

1  Simply  trusting  every  day, 
Trusting  through  :i  stormy  way; 
Even  when   my  faith  is  small, 
Trusting  Jesus,  that  is  all. 

Trusting  ;is  the  moments  fly, 
Trusting  as  the  days  go  by  ; 
Trusting  him  whatever  befall, 
Trusting  Jesus,  that  is  ali. 

2  Brightly  doth  his  Spirit  shine 
Into  this  poor  heart  of  mine; 
While  he  leads  I  cannot  fall, 
Trusting  Jesus,  that  is  all. — Cho. 

3  Singing,  if  my  way  is  clear : 
Praying,  if  the  path  is  drear ; 
If  in  danger,  for  him  call ; 
Trusting  Jesus,  that  is  all. — Cho. 

4  Trusting  him  while  life  shall  last, 
Trusting  him  till  earth  is  past, 
Till  writhin  the  jasper  wall; 
Trusting  Jesus,  that  is  all. — Cho. 

Edgar  Page. 

133  7s. 

1  When  wre  cannot  see  our  way, 
AVe  should  trust  and  still  obey ; 
He  who  bids  us  forward  go 
Will  instruct  the  way  to  know. 

2  Though  the  sea  be  deep  and  wide, 
Though  a  passage  seems  denied, 
Fearless  let  us  still  proceed, 
Since  the  Lord  vouchsafes  to  lead. 

3  Though  it  seems  the  gloom  of  night, 
Though  we  trace  no  ray  of  light, 
Since  the  Lord  himself  is  there, 

'T  is  not  meet  that  we  should  fear. 

4  Night,  wTith  him,  is  always  bright, 
Where  he  is,  there  all  is  light ; 
When  he  calls  us,  why  delay  ? 
They  are  happy  who  obey. 

5  Be  it  ours  then  while  we  're  here, 
Him  to  follow  without  fear ; 
WThere  he  calls  us,  there  to  go, 
What  he  bids  us,  that  to  do. 

134  7s.     Horton. 

1  Hasten,  sinner,  to  be  wise, 

Stay  not  for  to-morrow's  sun ; 
Wisdom  if  thou  still  despise, 
Harder  is  it  to  be  won. 

2  Hasten  mercy  to  implore, 

Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun, 
Lest  thy  season  should  be  o'er 
Ere  this  evening's  stage  be  run. 

3  Hasten,  sinner,  to  be  blessed, 

Stay  not  for  to-morrow's  ran, 
Lest  perdition  thee  arrest 
Ere  the  morrow  is  begun. 
Thou 
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L.  Mason. 


BLUMENTHAL  (Refuge).     7s.     Double.       Blumenthal. 
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1  Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night, 

What  its  signs  of  promise  are. 
Traveller,  o'er  yon  mountain's  height 

See  that  glory  beaming  star. 
Watchman,  does  its  beauteous  ray 

Aught  of  joy  or  hope  foretell  ? 
Traveller,  yes ;  it  brings  the  day — 

Promised  day  of  Israel. 

2  WTatchman,  tell  us  of  the  night ; 

Higher  yet  that  star  ascends. 
Traveller,  blessedness  and  light, 

Peace  and  truth,  its  course  portends. 
Watchman,  will  its  beams  alone 

Gild  the  spot  that  gave  them  birth  ? 
Traveller,  ages  are  its  own ; 

See,  it  bursts  o'er  all  the  earth. 

3  Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night, 

For  the  morning  seems  to  dawn. 
Traveller,  darkness  takes  its  flight, 

Doubt  and  terror  are  withdrawn. 
Watchman,  let  thy  wanderings  cease  ; 

Hie  thee  to  thy  quiet  home. 
Traveller,  lo,  the  Prince  of  peace, 

Lo,  the  Son  of  God,  is  come ! 

John  Bowring. 


X36     7s.     Double.     Blumenthal. 

1  High  in  yonder  realms  of  light, 

Dwell  the  raptured  saints  above, 
Far  beyond  our  feeble  sight, 

Happy  in  Immanuel's  love ; 
Pilgrims  in  this  vale  of  tears, 

Once  they  knew,  like  us  below, 
Gloomy  doubts,  distressing  fears, 

Torturing  pain  and  heavy  woe. 

2  But  these  days  of  weeping  o'er, 

Passed  this  scene  of  toil  and  pain, 
They  shall  feel  distress  no  more, 

Never,  never  weep  again  ; 
'Mid  the  chorus  of  the  skies, 

'Mid  the  angelic  lyres  above, 
Hark,  their  songs  melodious  rise, 

Songs  of  praise  to  Jesus'  love. 

S  All  is  tranquil  and  serene, 

Calm  and  undisturbed  repose ; 
There  no  cloud  can  intervene, 

There  no  angry  tempest  blows ; 
Every  tear  is  wiped  away, 

Sighs  no  more  shall  heave  the  breast ; 
Night  is  lost  in  endless  day, 
Sorrow  in  eternal  rest. 

Thomas  Raffles. 


13  "7     7s.     Double.     Blumenthal. 

1  Take  my  life,  and  let  it  Be 
( ionsecrated,  Lord,  to  thee 
Take  my  momenta  and  my  day- ; 
Let  them  flow  in  ceaseless  praise, 

Take  my  hands,  and  Let  them  move 
At  the  impulse  of  thy  love. 
Take  my  feet,  and  let  them  be 
Swift  and  beautiful  for  thee. 


2  Take  my  voice,  and  let  me  sing 
Always,  only,  for  my  king. 

'  Take  my  lips,  and  let  them  be 
Filled  with  messages  from  thee. 
Take  my  silver  and  my  gold, 
Not  a  mite  would  I  withhold. 
Take  my  intellect,  and  use 
Every  power  as  thou  shalt  choose. 

3  Take  my  will,  and  make  it  thine, 
It  shall  be  no  longer  mine. 
Take  my  heart,  it  is  thine  own, 
It  shall  be  thy  royal  throne. 
Take  my  love ;  my  Lord,  I  pour 
At  thy  feet  its  treasure  store. 
Take  myself,  and  I  will  be 
Ever,  only,  all  for  thee. 

Frances  R.  Havergal. 


138     7s.     Mozart. 

1  Christ  the  Lord  is  risen  again, 
Christ  hath  broken  every  chain ; 
Hark,  angelic  voices  cry, 
Singing  evermore  on  high, 
Hallelujah,  praise  the  Lord ! 


2  He  who  bore  all  pain  and  loss 
Comfortless  upon  the  cross, 
Lives  in  glory  now  on  high, 
Pleads  for  us  and  hears  our  cry ; 

Hallelujah,  praise  the  Lord ! 

3  He  who  slumbered  in  the  grave 
Is  exalted  now  to  save ; 

Now  through  Christendom  it  rings, 
That  the  Lamb  is  King  of  kings: 
Hallelujah,  praise  the  Lord  ! 

4  Now  he  bids  us  tell  abroad 
How  the  lost  may  be  restored, 
How  the  penitent  forgiven, 
How  we  too  may  enter  heaven ; 

Hallelujah,  praise  the  Lord! 

Weisse,  tr.  by  C.  Wixkworth. 
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MARTYN.      7s.      Double. 


S.  B.  Mabsh. 
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139     7b.     Double.     Martyn. 

1  Jesus,  Lover  of  my  soul, 

Lei  me  to  thy  bosom  By, 
"While  the  billows  mar  me  roll, 

While  the  tempest  still  is  high; 
Hide  me,  0  my  Saviour,  hide, 

Till  the  storm  of  life  is  past  ; 
Safe  into  the  haven  guide, 

Oh,  receive  my  soul  at  last. 

2  Other  refuge  have  I  none, 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  thee; 
Leave,  ah  leave  me  not  alone, 

Still  support  and  comfort  me. 
All  my  trust  on  thee  is  stayed. 

All  my  help  from  thee  f  bring; 
Cover  my  defenceless  head 

With  the  shadow  of  thy  wing. 

8  Plenteous  grace  with  thee  is  found, 

Grace  to  pardon  all  my  sin  ; 

Let  the  healing  streams  abound, 

Make  and  keep  me  pure  within. 
Thou  of  life  the  fountain  art, 
Freely  let  me  take  of  thee ; 
Spring  thou  up  within  my  heart, 
Rise  to  all  eternity. 

Charles  Wesley. 


140     7s.    Double.    Beulah. 

1  What  are  these  in  bright  array? 

This  innumerable  throng, 
Round  the  altar  night  and  day 

Hymning  one  triumphant  song? 
"Worthy  is  the  Lamb,  once  slain, 

Blessing,  honor,  glory,  power, 
Wisdom,  riches,  to  obtain ; 

New  dominion  every  hour. 

2  These  through  fiery  trials  trod  ; 

These  from  great  affliction  came; 
Now  before  the  throne  of  God, 

Sealed  with  his  almighty  name, 
Clad  in  raiment  pure  and  white, 

Victor  palms  in  every  hand, 
Through  their  dear  Redeemer's  might, 

More  than  conquerors  they  stand. 

3  Hunger,  thirst,  disease  unknown, 

On  immortal  fruits  they  feed ; 
Them  the  Lamb  amidst  the  throne, 

Shall  to  living  fountains  lead; 
Joy  and  gladness  banish  sighs  ; 

Perfect  love  dispels  all  fear, 
And  forever  from  their  eyes 

God  shall  wipe  away  the  tear. 

James  Montgomery. 


141     7i.     Double.     Benevento. 

1  Sinners,  turn,  why  will  ye  die? 

I.  your  Maker,  asks  you  why; 
God,  who  did  your  being  give, 
Made  you  with  himself  to  live. 
He  the  fatal  cause  demands. 
Asks  the  work  of  his  own  hands, 
Why,  ye  thankless  creatures,  why 
Will  ye  cross  his  love,  and  die? 

2  Sinners,  turn,  why  will  ye  die? 
God,  your  Saviour,  asks  you  why  ; 
God,  who  did  your  souls  retrieve, 
Died  himself  that  ye  might  live. 
Will  you  let  him  die  in  vain? 
Crucify  your  Lord  again? 
Why,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  why 
Will  ye  slight  his  grace,  and  die  ? 

3  Sinners,  turn,  why  will  ye  die  ? 
God,  the  Spirit,  asks  you  why  ; 
He,  who  all  your  lives  has  strove, 
Wooed  you  to  embrace  his  love, 
Will  you  not  his  grace  receive  ? 
Will  you  still  refuse  to  live? 
Why,  ye  long-sought  sinners,  why 
Will  ye  grieve  your  God,  and  die  ? 

Charles  Wesley. 


142     7s.     Double.     3Iessiah,  p.  86. 

1  Love  of  Jesus,  all  divine, 

Fill  this  longing  heart  of  mine  ; 
Ceaseless  struggling  after  life, 
Weary  with  the  endless  strife. 
Saviour,  Jesus,  lend  thine  aid, 
Lift  thou  up  my  fainting  head ; 
Lead  me  to  my  long-sought  rest, 
Pillowed  on  thy  loving  breast. 

2  Thou  alone  my  trust  shalt  be, 
Thou  alone  canst  comfort  me ; 
Only,  Jesus,  let  thy  grace 

Be  my  shield  and  hiding-place : 
Let  me  know  thy  saving  power 
In  temptation's  fiercest  hour; 
Then,  my  Saviour,  in  thy  side 
Let  me  evermore  abide. 

3  Thou  hast  wrought  this  fond  desire, 
Kindled  here  this  sacred  fire, 
W^eaned  my  heart  from  all  below, 
Thee,  and  thee  alone  to  know ; 
Thou  who  hast  inspired  the  cry 
Thou  alone  canst  satisfy  ; 

Love  of  Jesus,  all  divine, 

Fill  this  longing  heart  of  mine. 

F.  Bottom  e. 
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THE   PEOPLE? 
143    "s-    6  lines.    Rock  of  Age*. 

1  Rock  of  ages,  cleft  tor  me, 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee; 
Let  the  water  and  the  blood, 

From  thy  riven  side  which  (lowed, 

Be  of  sin  the  double  cure ; 

Cleanse  me  from  its  guilt  and  power. 


2  Not  the  labors  of  my  hands 
Can  fulfil  thy  laws  demands; 
Could  my  zeal  no  respite  know, 
Could  my  tears  forever  flow, 
All  for  sin  could  not  atone  ; 
Thou  must  save,  and  thou  alone. 


3  Nothing  in  my  hand  I  bring ; 
Simply  to  thy  cross  I  cling; 
Naked,  come  to  thee  for  dress, 
Helpless,  look  to  thee  for  grace, 
Foul,  I  to  the  fountain  fly  ; 
Wash  me,  Saviour,  or  I  die. 


4  Whilst  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath, 
When  my  eyelids  close  in  death, 
When  I  soar  to  worlds  unknown, 
See  thee  on  thy  judgment -throne, 
Rock  of  ages,  cleft  for  me ; 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee. 

A.  M.  TOPLADY. 


144     7s.     Sabbath. 

1  Now  from  labor  and  from  care 

Evening  shades  have  set  me  free  ; 

In  the  work  of  praise  and  prayer, 
Lord,  I  would  converse  with  thee ; 

Oh,  behold  me  from  above, 
Fill  me  with  a  Saviour's  love. 


2  Sin  and  sorrow,  guilt  and  woe, 
Wither  all  my  earthly  joys  ; 

Naught  can  charm  me  here  below 
But  my  Saviour's  melting  voice  ; 

Lord,  forgive  ;  thy  grace  restore ; 
Make  me  thine  for  evermore. 


3  For  the  blessings  of  this  day, 
For  the  mercies  of  this  hour, 
For  the  gospel's  cheering  ray, 

For  the  Spirit's  quick'ning  power, 
Grateful  notes  to  thee  I  raise  ; 
Oh,  accept  my  song  of  praise. 

Thomas  Hastings. 


HYMN   BOOK.  6] 

145     7a    6  lines.    Sabbalk 

1  Safely  through  another  week 

God  has  brought  OS  on  our  way; 
Let  us  now  a  blessing  seek, 

Waiting  in  his  courts  to-day  ; 
Day  of  all  the  week  the  best  ; 
Emblem  of  eternal  test 

'2  'While  we  pray  for  pardoning  grace 
Through  the  dear  Redeemer's  name, 
Show  thy  reconciled  face ; 

Take  away  our  sin  and  shame  ; 
From  our  wordly  cares  set  free, 
May  we  rest  this  day  in  thee. 

3  Here  we  come  thy  name  to  praise ; 

Let  us  feel  thy  presence  near ; 
May  thy  glory  meet  our  eyes, 

While  we  in  thy  house  appear; 
Here  afford  us.  Lord,  a  taste 
Of  our  everlasting  feast. 

4  May  thy  gospel's  joyful  sound 

Conquer  sinners,  comfort  saints ; 
Make  the  fruits  of  grace  abound, 

Bring  relief  for  all  complaints; 
Thus  let  all  our  Sabbaths  prove 
Till  we  rest  in  thee  above. 

John  Newton. 


146     S.  M.     Olmutz,  p.  42. 

Mourn  for  the  thousands  slain. 

1  Mourn  for  the  thousands  slain, 

The  youthful  and  the  strong ; 
Mourn  for  the  wine-cup's  fatal  reign, 
And  the  deluded  throng. 

2  Mourn  for  the  tarnished  gem — 

For  reason's  light  divine, 
Quenched  from  the  soul's  bright  diadem, 
Where  God  had  bid  it  shine. 

3  Mourn  for  the  ruined  soul — 

Eternal  life  and  Light 

Lost  by  the  fiery,  maddening  bowl, 
And  turned  to  hopeless  night. 

4  Mourn  for  the  lost — but  call, 

(all  to  the  Btrong,  the  free; 
Rouse  them  to  shun  that  dreadful  fall, 
And  to  the  refuge  flee. 

5  Mourn  for  the  lost — but  pray, 

Tray  to  our  <  k)d  above. 
To  break  the  fell  destroyer's  sway, 
And  show  his  saving  love. 

Setu  C.  Brack. 
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14 "7     8s,  7s.     Rathburn. 

1  In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory, 

Towering  o'er  tin-  wrecks  of  time; 
All  the  light  of  sacred  story 
Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 

2  When  the  woes  of  life  o'ertake  me, 

Hopes  deceive  and  fears  annoy, 
Never  shall  the  cross  forsake  me: 
Lo,  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 

3  When  the  sun  of  bliss  is  beaming, 

Light  and  love  upon  my  way, 
From  the  cross  the  radiance  streaming 
Adds  more  lustre  to  the  day. 

4  Bane  and  blessing,  pain  and  pleasure, 

By  the  cross  are  sanctified  ; 
Peace  is  there,  that  knows  no  measure, 
Joys  that  through  all  time  abide. 

5  In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory, 

Towering  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time  ; 
All  the  light  of  sacred  story 
Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 

John  Bowring. 


148     7s,  5s.     Paraclete. 

1  Holy  Ghost,  the  Infinite, 
Shine  upon  our  nature's  night 
With  thy  blessed  inward  light, 

Comforter  divine! 

2  We  are  sinful :  cleanse  us,  Lord ; 
We  are  faint :  thy  strength  afford ; 
Lost,  until  by  thee  restored, 

Comforter  divine ! 

3  Like  the  dew  thy  peace  distill ; 
Guide,  subdue  our  wayward  will, 
Things  of  Christ  unfolding  still, 

Comforter  divine! 

4  In  us,  for  us,  intercede, 

And  with  voiceless  groanings  plead 
Our  unutterable  need, 
Comforter  divine ! 

5  In  us  "  Abba,  Father,"  cry, 
Earnest  of  our  bliss  on  high, 
Seal  of  immortality, 

Comforter  divine! 

6  Search  for  us  the  depths  of  God, 
Bear  us  up  the  starry  road 

To  the  height  of  thine  abode, 
Comforter  divine ! 

George  Rawson. 


143       8S,  7S.       Xrtthtnn,  p.  64. 

1  Come,  thou  Fount  of  every  blessings 
Tone  my  bear!  i<>  sing  thy  grace; 
Streams  of  mercy  never  ceasing, 

Call  for  songs  of  loudest  praise. 

'2  Jesus  Bonghl  me  when  a  stranger, 
Wandering  from  the  fold  of  (rod; 
He,  to  save  my  soul  from  danger, 
Interposed  his  precious  blood. 

3  Oh,  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor 

Daily  I  'm  constrained  to  be ; 
Let  thy  grace,  Lord,  like  a  fetter, 
Bind  my  wandering  heart  to  thee. 

4  Prone  to  wander,  Lord,  I  feel  it ; 

Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  love ; 
Here  's  my  heart,  oh,  take  and  seal  it, 
Seal  it  for  thy  courts  above. 

Robert  Robinson. 

15  O     8s,  7s. 

1  Jesus,  hail,  enthroned  in  glory, 

There  forever  to  abide ; 
All  the  heavenly  hosts  adore  thee, 
Seated  at  thy  Father's  side. 

2  There  for  sinners  thou  art  pleading, 

There  thou  dost  our  place  prepare ; 
Ever  for  us  interceding, 
Till  in  glory  we  appear. 

3  Worship,  honor,  power,  and  blessing, 

Thou  art  worthy  to  receive  : 
Loudest  praises  without  ceasing, 
Meet  it  is  for  us  to  give. 

4  Help,  ye  bright  angelic  spirits, 

Bring  your  sweetest,  noblest  lays ; 
Help  to  sing  our  Saviour's  merits, 
Help  to  chant  ImmanueFs  praise. 
John  Bakewkll. 

151     8s,  7s.     Sicilian  Hymn. 

1  Sweet  the  moments,  rich  in  blessing, 

Which  before  the  cross  I  spend, 

Life  and  health  and  peace  possessing 

From  the  sinner's  dying  Friend. 

2  Here  I  '11  sit,  forever  viewing 

Mercy's  streams  in  streams  of  blood; 
Precious  drops,  my  soul  bedewing, 
Plead  and  claim  my  peace  with  God. 

3  Truly  blessed  is  this  station, 

Low  before  his  cross  to  lie ; 
While  I  see  divine  compassion 
Beaming  in  his  gracious  eye. 

4  Here  it  is  I  find  my  heaven, 

\\ 'hile  upon  the  Lamb  I  gaze; 
Love  I  much  ?  I  'm  much  forgiven ; 
I  'm  a  miracle  of  grace. 

Allen  &  Shirley. 
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152    8s,  7s.     Double.     Austria. 

1  Glorious  things  of  thee  are  spoken, 

Zion,  city  of  our  ( rod  ; 
He  whose  word  cannot  be  broken, 

Formed  thee  for  his  own  abode; 
On  the  Rock  of  Ages  founded, 

What  can  shake  thy  sure  repose? 
With  salvation's  walls  surrounded. 
Thou  may  est  smile  at  all  thy  foes. 

2  See,  the  streams  of  living  waters, 

Springing  from  eternal  love, 
Well  supply  thy  sons  and  daughters, 

And  all  tear  of  want  remove; 
Who  can  faint,  while  such  a  river 

Ever  Hows  their  thirst  to  assuage — 
Grace  which,  like  the  Lord,  the  giver, 

Never  fails  from  age  to  age  ? 

3  Round  each  habitation  hovering, 

See  the  cloud  and  fire  appear, 
For  a  glory  and  a  covering, 

Showing  that  the  Lord  is  near ; 
Thus  deriving  from  the  banner 

Light  by  night  and  shade  by  day, 
Safe  they  "feed  upon  the  manna    [pray. 

Which   he  gives   them  when   they 
John  Newton. 


X53  8s,  7s.    Nettleton.    Bavaria,  p.  66. 

1  Hail,  my  ever  blessed  Jesus, 

Only  thee  I  wish  to  sing ; 
To  my  soul  thy  name  is  precious, 

Thou  my  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King: 
Oh,  what  mercy  flows  from  heaven, 

Oh,  what  joy  and  happiness ! 
Love  I  much  ?  I  've  much  forgiven ; 

I  'm  a  miracle  of  grace. 

2  Once  with  Adam's  race  in  ruin, 

Unconcerned  in  sin,  1  lay ; 
Swift  destruction  still  pursuing, 

Till  my  Saviour  passed  that  way: 
"Witness,  all  ye  hosts  of  heaven, 

My  Redeemer's  tenderness ! 
Love  I  much  ?  I  've  much  forgiven ; 

I  'm  a  miracle  of  grace. 

3  Shout,  ye  bright  angelic  choir ! 

Praise  the  Lamb  enthroned  above ; 
While,  astonished,  I  admire 

God's  free  grace  and  boundless  love ; 
That  blest  moment  I  received  him 

Filled  my  soul  with  joy  and  peace; 
Love  I  much?  I  've  much  forgiven; 

I  'm  a  miracle  of  grace  ! 

John  Wing  rove. 


154    8s,7aA7.     Earved. 

1  1  lark  !  ten  thousand  harps  and  \< 

Sound  the  note  of  praise  above ; 

Jesus  reigns,  and  heaven  rejoices; 

Jesus  reigns,  the  <  rod  of  love ; 

See,  he  sits  on  yonder  throne  ; 
Jesus  rule-  the  world  alone. 

2  Jesus,  hail !  whose  glory  brightens 

All  above  and  gives  it  worth; 
Lord  of  life,  thy  smile  enlightens, 

Cheers  and  <  •harms  thy  saints  on  earth: 
When  we  think  of  love  like  thine, 
Lord,  we  own  it  love  divine. 

3  King  of  glory!  reign  forever; 

Thine  an  everlasting  crown  ; 
Nothing  from  thy  love  shall  sever 

Those  whom  thou  hast  made  thine 
Happy  objects  of  thy  grace,  [own  ; 
Destined  to  behold  thy  face. 

4  Saviour,  hasten  thine  appearing, 

Bring,  oh,  bring  the  glorious  day, 
When  the  awful  summons  hearing, 

Heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away  ! 
Then,  with  golden  harps,  we'll  sing, 
"  Glory,  glory,  to  our  King !" 

Thomas  Kelly. 


155 


7s  &  7.     Harwell. 


1  One  there  is  above  all  others 

Well  deserves  the  name  of  Friend ; 
His  is  love  beyond  a  brother's, 

Costly,  free,  and  knows  no  end. 
They  who  once  his  kindness  prove, 
Find  it  everlasting  love. 

2  Which  of  all  our  friends,  to  save  us, 

Could  or  would  have  shed  his  blood  ? 
But  our  Jesus  died,  to  have  us 

Reconciled  in  him  to  God. 
This  was  boundless  love  indeed ; 
Jesus  is  a  Friend  in  need. 

3  When  he  lived  on  earth,  abased, 

Friend  of  sinners  was  his  name; 
Now,  above  all  glory  raised, 

He  rejoices  in  the  same. 
Still  he  calls  them  brethren,  friends, 
And  to  all  their  wants  attends. 

4  Oh,  for  grace  our  hearts  to  soften  ! 

Teach  us,  Lord,  at  length  to  love ; 
We,  alas,  forget  too  often 

What  a  friend  we  have  above. 
But  when  home  our  souls  are  brought, 
We  will  love  thee  as  we  ought. 

John  Nicwton. 
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156      ^s-  7s.      Doable.        Smyrna. 

Autiunn,  p.  7l\ 

1  Jesus,  I  my  cross  have  taken, 

All  to  leave,  and  follow  thee, 
Naked,  poor,  despised,  forsaken, 

Thou,  from  hence,  my  all  shalt  be: 
Perish  every  fond  ambition, 

All  I  've  sought,  or  hoped,  or  known  : 
Yet  how  rich  is  my  condition  ! 

God  and  heaven  are  still  my  own! 

2  Let  the  world  despise  and  leave  me, 

They  have  left  my  Saviour  too ; 
Human  hearts  and  looks  deceive  me, 

Thou  art  not,  like  them,  untrue; 
Oh,  while  thou  dost  smile  upon  me, 

God  of  wisdom,  love,  and  might, 
Foes  may  hate,  and  friends  disown  me, 

Show  "thy  face,  and  all  is  bright. 

3  Go,  then,  earthly  fame  and  treasure ; 

Come  disaster,  scorn,  and  pain. 
In  thy  service,  pain  is  pleasure, 

With  thy  favor,  loss  is  gain. 
I  have  called  thee,  Abba,  Father, 

I  have  stayed  my  heart  on  thee ; 
Storms    may   howl,   and    clouds    may 
gather, 

All  must  work  for  good  to  me. 

1  Man  may  trouble  and  distress  me, 

'T  will  but  drive  me  to  thy  breast ; 
Life  with  trials  hard  may  press  me, 

Heaven  will  bring  me  sweeter  rest ; 
Oh,  't  is  not  in  grief  to  harm  me, 

While  thy  love  is  left  to  me  ; 
Oh,  't  were  not  in  joy  to  charm  me, 

Were  that  joy  unmixed  with  thee ! 

5  Soul,  then  know  thy  full  salvation, 

Rise  o'er  sin  and  fear  and  care  ; 
Joy  to  find  in  every  station, 

Something  still  to  do  or  bear. 
Think  what  spirit  dwells  within  thee ; 

Think    what    Father's     smiles    are 
thine, 
Think  that  Jesus  died  to  win  thee ; 

Child  of  heaven,  canst  thou  repine? 

6  Haste  thee  on  from  grace  to  glory. 

Armed    by    faith,    and    winged    by 
prayer ; 
Heaven's  eternal  day  's  before  thee, 
God's  own   hand   shall   guide    thee 
there : 
Soon  shall  close  thy  earthly  mission, 
Swift  shall  pass  thy  pilgrim  days, 
Hope  shall  change  to  glad  fruition, 
Faith  to  sight  and  prayer  to  praise. 
Henry  F.  Lyte. 


15V 


7s.    Bavaria.   Autumn,  p.  72. 


1  Love  divine,  all  love  excelling, 

Joy  of  heaven,  to  earth  come  down, 

i'i.x  in  us  thine  humble  dwelling, 
All  thy  faithful  merries  crown. 

Jesus,  thou  art  all  compassion, 
Pure  unbounded  love-  thou  art ; 

Visil  as  with  thy  salvation. 
Enter  every  trembling  heart. 

2  Breathe,  oh  breathe  thy  loving  Spirit 

Into  every  troubled  breast ; 
Let  us  all  in  thee  inherit, 
Let  us  find  the  promised  rest : 

Take  away  the  love  of  sinning, 

Alpha  and  Omega  be  ; 
End  of  faith,  as  its  beginning, 

Set  our  hearts  at  liberty. 

3  Come,  almighty  to  deliver, 

Let  us  all  thy  life  receive ;    $ 
Suddenly  return,  and  never, 

Never  more  thy  temples  leave. 
Thee  we  would  be  always  blessing, 

Serve  thee  as  thy  hosts  above, 
Pray,  and  praise  thee  without  ceasing, 

Glory  in  thy  perfect  love. 

Charles  Wesley. 


158 


fe,  4s.     Greenville. 


1  Lord,  dismiss* us  with  thy  blessing; 

Fill  our  hearts  with  joy  and  peace; 
Let  us  now,  thy  love  possessing, 

Triumph  in  redeeming  grace ; 
Oh,  refresh  us, 
Travelling  through  this  wilderness. 

2  Thanks  we  give,  and  adoration, 

For  thy  gospel's  joyful  sound  ; 
May  the  fruits  of  thy  salvation 

In  our  hearts  and  lives  abound ; 
May  thy  presence 
With  us  evermore  be  found. 

3  So  whene'er  the  signal  's  given 

F/s  from  earth  to  call  away. 
Borne  on  angels'  wings  to  heaven, 
Glad  the  summons  to  obey, 
May  we  ever 
Reign  with  Christ  in  endless  day  I 

Robert  Shirley. 


8s. 


Chn i  a  villc. 
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1    May  the  grace  of  Christ  our  Saviour, 
And  the  Father's  boundless  love, 
With  the  Holy  Spirit's  favor. 

Resl  upon  us  from  above. 
Thus  may  we  abide  in  union 

With  each  other  and  the  Lord. 
And  possess,  in  sweet  communion, 
Joys  which  earth  cannot  afford. 

John  Newton. 
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16Q    Ss,  7s.      Minr  Forever.     Shin- 
ing Shore,  p.  1<»1. 

1  I 'ye  found  a  Friend:  oh,  such  a  Friend! 

He  loved  me  ere  1  knew  hi  in  ; 
Ho  drew  DM  with  t lie  cords  of  love, 

And  thus  he  hound  me  to  him. 
And 'round  my  heart  still  closely  twine 

Those  ties  whieli  naught  can  sever; 
For  I  am  his,  and  he  is  mine, 

Forever  and  forever. 

2  I  've  found  a  Friend ;  oh,  such  a  Friend  I 

He  bled,  he  died  to  save  me ; 
And  not  alone  the  gift  of  life, 

But  his  own  self  he  gave  me. 
Naught  that  1  have  my  own  1  call; 

I  hold  it  for  the  Giver; 
My  heart,  my  strength,  my  life,  my  all, 

Are  his,  and  his  forever. 

3  I  've  found  a  Friend;  oh,  such  a  Friend! 

All  power  to  him  is  given ; 
To  guard  me  in  my  onward  course 

And  bring  me  safe  to  heaven. 
The  eternal  glories  gleam  afar, 

To  nerve  my  faint  endeavor; 
So  now  to  watch,  to  work,  to  war; 

And  then  to  rest  forever. 

4  I  've  found  a  Friend ;  oh,  such  a  Friend ! 

So  kind,  and  true,  and  tender; 
So  wise  a  Counsellor  and  Guide, 

So  mighty  a  Defender. 
From  him  who  loves  me  now  so  well, 

What  power  my  soul  shall  sever? 
Shall  life  or  death"?  Shall  earth  or  hell? 

No;  I  am  his  forever. 


161         Mine  forever. 

1  There  is  no  name  so  sweet  on  earth, 

No  name  so  sweet  in  heaven, 
The  name  before  his  wondrous  birth 
To  Christ  the  Saviour  given. 

AVe  love  to  sing  around  our  King, 
And  hail  him  blessed  Jesus; 

For  there 's  no  word  ear  ever  heard 
So  dear,  so  sweet,  as  Jesus. 

2  And  when  he  hung  upon  the  tree, 

They  wrote  this  name  above  him, 
That  all  might  see  the  reason  we 
For  evermore  must  love  him. 

3  So  now,  upon  his  Father's  throne, 

Almighty  to  release  us 
From  sin  and  pains,  he  ever  reigns, 
The  Prince  and  Saviour  Jesus. 

4  O  Jesus,  by  that  matchless  name, 

Thy  grace  shall  fail  us  never; 
To-day  as  yesterday  the  same, 
Thou  art  the  same  forever. 

Geoiuu;  W.  Bi:thine. 


162  7s.  Doable.  St.  I 

1  Come,  ye  thankful  people,  enn-, 
Raise  the  Bong  of  harvest  home; 
All  is  safely  gathered  in. 
Ere  the  w  inter  storms  begin ; 

God,  our  .Maker,  doth  provide 
For  our  wants  to  he  supplied; 

Come  to  ( rod's  own  temple,  come; 
Raise  the  song  of  harvest  home. 

L'   All  the  world  is  God's  own  field, 
Fruit  unto  his  praise  t<>  yield; 
Wheat  and  tares  together  sown, 
Unto  joy  or  sorrow  grown  ; 
First  the  blade,  and  then  the  ear, 
Then  the  full  corn  shall  appear; 
Lord  of  harvest,  grant  that  we 
Wholesome  grain  and  pure  may  be. 

3  For  the  Lord  our  God  shall  come, 
And  shall  take  his  harvest  home; 
From  his  field  shall  in  that  day 
All  offences  purge  away; 

Give  his  angels  charge  at  last 
In  the  lire  the  tares  to  cast, 
But  the  fruitful  ears  to  store 
In  his  garner  evermore. 

4  Even  so,  Lord,  quickly  come 
To  thy  final  harvest  home- 
Gather  thou  thy  people  in, 
Free  from  sorrow,  free  from  sin ; 
There  forever  purified, 

In  thy  presence  to  abide: 

Come,  with  all  thine  angels,  come, 

Kaise  the  glorious  harvest  home. 

Henry  Alfoed. 

163  I'm  a  Pilgrim. 

1  I'm  a  pilgrim,  and  I'm  a  stranger, 
I  can  tarry,  I  can  tarry  but  a  night; 
Do  not  detain  me,  for  I  am  going 

To  where  the  fountain-  are  ever  ll<  >wing: 
I'm  apilgrim,  and  I'm  a  stranger, 
I  can  tarry,  1  can  tarry  but  a  night. 

2  There  the  glory  is  ever  shining; 

Oh,   my   Longing    heart,   my    Longing 

heart  is  there; 
Here  in  this  country  so  dark  and  dreary 
I    long    have    wandered,    forlorn    and 

weary : 
I'm  a  pilgrim,  and  I  'm  a  stranger, 
I  can  tarry,  I  can  tarry  but  a  night. 

3  Of  the  city  to  whieli  I  'm  going 

My    Redeemer,  mv    Redeemer    is    the 

light; 
There  is  no  sorrowr,  nor  any  sighing, 
Nbr  any  Binning,  nor  any  dying  : 
"Of  the  city  to  which  1  'm  going 
Mv    Redeemer,   mv    Redeemer,    i-  the 
light. 

M.\K\    S.  H.   Pan  a. 
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164     8s,  7s,  4s.     Herald. 

1  O'er  the  gloomy  hills  of  darkness, 

Cheered  by  no  celestial  ray, 
Sun  of  righteousness,  arising, 

Bring  the  bright,  the  glorious  day; 

Send  the  gospel 
To  the  earth's  remotest  bound. 

2  Kingdoms  wide,  that  sit  in  darkness. 

Grant  them,  Lord,  the  glorious  light 
And  from  eastern  coast  to  western, 
May  the  morning  chase  the  night; 

And  redemption, 
Freely  purchased,  win  the  day. 

3  Fly  abroad,  thou  mighty  Gospel — 

Win  and  conquer,  never  cease ; 
May  thy  lasting,  wide  dominions, 
Multiply  and  still  increase : 

Sway  thy  sceptre, 
Saviour,  all  the  world  around. 

William  Williams. 


165 


7s,  4s.     Herald. 


1  Yes,  we  trust  the  day  is  breaking, 

Joyful  times  are  near  at  hand ; 
God,  the  mighty  God,  is  speaking 

By  his  word  in  every  land : 
God  is  speaking — 
Darkness  flies  at  his  command. 

2  Let  us  hail  the  joyful  season, 

Let  us  hail  the  dawning  ray ; 
"When  the  Lord  appears  there 's  reason 

To  expect  a  glorious  day : 
At  his  presence 
Gloom  and  darkness  flee  away. 

3  "While  the  foe  becomes  more  daring, 

"While  he  enters  like  a  flood, 
God,  the  Saviour,  is  preparing 

Means  to  spread  his  truth  abroad  ; 
Every  language 
Soon  shall  tell  the  love  of  God. 

4  God  of  Jacob,  high  and  glorious, 

Let  thy  people  see  thy  hand ; 
Let  the  Gospel  be  victorious 

Through  the  world  in  every  land  ; 
And  the  idols 
Perish,  Lord,  at  thy  command.     • 

Thomas  Kelly. 


166     8s,  7s,  4s.     Zion. 

1  Hark !  the  voice  of  love  and  mercy, 
Sounds  aloud  from  Calvary; 
See!  it  rends  the  rocks  asunder, 
Shakes  the  earth,  and  veils  the  skv  ; 

"It  is  finished ?' 
Hear  the  dying  Saviour  cry. 


'1  u  It  is  finished  !"— oh,  what  pleasure 
Do  these  precious  trorda  sflbrd  ; 
Heavenly  blessings,  without  measure, 
Flow  to  us  from  Christ  the  Lord: 

«It  is  finished r 
Saints,  the  dying  words  record. 

3  Tune  your  harps  anew,  ye  seraphs, 
Join  to  sing  the  pleasing  theme; 
All  on  earth  and  all  in  heawn. 
Join  to  praise  Immanuel's  name. 

Hallelujah  ! 
Glory  to  the  bleeding  Lamb. 

Jonathan  Evans. 
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7s,  4s.     Zion. 


1  Guide  me,  O  thou  great  Jehovah, 
Pilgrim  through  this  barren  land  ; 
I  am  weak,  but  thou  art  mighty, 
Hold  me  with  thy  powerful  hand ; 

Bread  of  heaven, 
Feed  me  till  I  want  no  more. 

2  Open  thou  the  crystal  fountain 
Whence  the  healing  streams  do  flow : 
Let  the  fiery,  cloudy  pillar 

Lead  me  all  my  journey  through  ; 

Strong  Deliverer,  % 

Be  thou  still  my  strength  and  shield. 

3  When  I  tread  the  verge  of  Jordan, 
Bid  my  anxious  fears  subside ; 
Death  of.  death,  and  hell's  destruction ; 
Land  me  safe  on  Canaan's  side ; 

Songs  of  praises 
I  will  ever  give  to  thee. 

William  Williams. 


166     8s,  7s,  4s.     Belmont,  p.  72. 

1  Come,  ye  sinners,  poor  and  wretched, 

Weak  and  wounded,  sick  and  sore ; 
Jesus  ready  stands  to  save  you. 

Full  of  pity,  love  and  power. 
He  is  able, 
He  is  willing :  doubt  no  more. 

2  Ho,  ye  needy ;  come,  and  welcome, 

God's  free  bounty  glorify  : 
True  belief  and  true  repentance. 
Every  grace  that  bringB  us  nigh  : 

Without  money. 
Come  to  Jesus  Christ,  and  buy. 

3  Let  not  conscience  make  you  linger, 

Nor  of  fitness  fondly  dream; 
All  the  fitness  he  reonireth. 
Is  to  feel  your  need  of  him : 
This  he  gives  you  ; 
'T  is  the  Spirit's  rising  beam. 
»'  Joseph  Hakt. 
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169     8s,  7s,  4s.     Autumn. 

1  O  my  soul,  what  means  tin's  sadness, 

Wherefore  ;irt  thou  thus  cast  down? 
Let  thy  grief  he  turned 'to  gladness; 
Bid  thy  restless  fears  begone; 

Look  to  Jesus, 
And  rejoice  in  his  dear  name. 

2  What  though  Satan'sstrong  temptations, 

Vex  and  grieve  thee  day  by  day, 
And  thy  sinful  inclinations 
Often  till  thee  with  dismay  ; 

Thou  shalt  conquer 
Through  the  Lamb's  redeeming  blood. 

3  Though  ten  thousand  ills  beset  thee 

Prom  without  and  from  within, 

Jesus  saith  he  '11  ne'er  forget  thee, 

But  will  save  from  hell  and  sin ; 

He  is  faithful 
To  perform  his  gracious  word. 

4  Though  distresses  now  attend  thee, 

And  thou  tread'st  the  thorny  road, 
His  right  hand  shall  still  defend  thee ; 
Soon  he'  11  bring  thee  home  to  God ; 

Therefore  praise  him, 
Praise  the  great  Redeemer's  name. 
John  Fawcett. 

17  O     8s,  7s,  4s.     Oliphant. 

1  Welcome,  welcome,  dear  Redeemer, 

Welcome  to  this  heart  of  mine ; 
Lord,  I  make  a  full  surrender, 

Every  power  and  thought  be  thine  ; 

Thine  entirely, 
Through  eternal  ages  thine. 

2  Known  to  all  to  be  thy  mansion, 

Earth  and  hell  will  disappear; 
Or  in  vain  attempt  possession, 

When  they  find  the  Lord  is  near; 

Shout,  O  Zion, 
Shout,  ye  saints,  the  Lord  is  here. 
William  Mason. 

171     8s,  7s,  4s.     Oliphant 

1  Keep  us,  Lord,  oh,  keep  us  ever; 

Vain  our  hope,  if  left  by  thee  ; 
We  are  thine ;  oh,  leave  us  never, 
Till  thy  glorious  face  we  see- 
Then  to  praise  thee 
Through  a  bright  eternity. 

2  Precious  is  thy  word  of  promise, 

Precious  to  thy  people  here  ; 

Never  take  thy  presence  from  us, 

Jesus,  Saviour,  still  be  near ; 

Living,  dying', 
May  thy  name  our  spirits  cheer. 

Thomas  Kelly. 


172    8a,  7s,  4b.    Belmont. 

1  Come,  ye  weary,  heavy-laden, 

Braised  and  mangled  by  the  fall; 
[f  you  tarry  till  you  're  better, 
You  will  never  come  at  all: 

Not  the  righteous, 
Sinners,  Jesus  came  to  call. 

2  Agonizing  in  the  garden, 

Your  Redeemer  prostrate  lies; 
On  the  bloody  tree  behold  him, 
Hear  him  cry,  before  he  dies 

It  is  finished ! 
Sinners,  will  not  this  suffice  ? 

3  Lo,  the  incarnate  God  ascending, 

Pleads  the  merit  of  his  blood  : 
Venture  on  him,  venture  wholly  ; 
Let  no  other  trust  intrude: 

None  but  Jesus 
Can  do  helpless  sinners  good. 

4  Saints  and  angels  joined  in  concert, 

Sing  the  praises  of  the  Lamb, 

While  the  blissful  seats  of  heaven 

Sweetly  echo  with  his  name: 

Hallelujah ! 
Sinners  here  may  sing  the  same. 

Joseph  Hart. 


173     8s,  7s,  4s.     Herald,  p.  70. 

1  Glory  be  to  God  the  Father, 

Glory  be  to  God  the  Son, 
Glory  be  to  God  the  Spirit, 
Great  Jehovah,  three  in  one : 

Glory,  glory, 
While  eternal  ages  run. 

2  Glory  be  to  him  who  loved  us, 

Washed  us  from  each  spot  and  stair. 
Glory  be  to  him  who  bought  us, 
Made  us  kings  with  him  to  reign: 

Glory,  glory, 
To  the  Lamb  that  once  was  slain. 

3  Glory  to  the  King  of  angels, 

Glory  to  the  Church's  King,* 
Glory  to  the  King  of  nations, 

Heaven  and  earth  your  praises  bring  : 

Glory,  glory, 
To  the  King  of  glory  bring. 

4  Glory,  blessing,  praise  eternal, 

Thus  the  choir  of  angels  sings; 
Honor,  riches,  power,  dominion, 
Thus  its  praise  creation  brings: 

( rlory,  glory, 
Glory  to  the  King  of  kings. 

I  [qb  \  i  [US  BOM  UR. 
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174    H.  Bl     DarwdL 

1  Rejoice,  the  Lord  is  King, 

Your  Lord  and  King  adore; 
Mortals,  give  thanks,  and  sing 

And  triumph  evermore; 
Lift  up  your  hearts,  lift  up  your  voice, 
Rejoice)  again  1  say,  rejoice. 

2  Jesus,  the  Saviour,  reigns, 

The  God  of  truth  and  love : 
When  lie  had  purged  our  stains, 

He  took  his  scat  above: 
Lift  up  your  hearts,  lift  up  your  voice, 
Rejoice,  again  I  say,  rejoice. 

3  I  lis  kingdom  cannot  fail, 

He  rules  o'er  earth  and  heav'n  ; 
The  keys  of  death  and  hell 

Are  to  our  Jesus  giv'n 
Lift  up  your  hearts,  lift  up  your  voice, 
Rejoice,  again  I  say,  rejoice. 

4  Rejoice  in  glorious  hope ; 

Jesus  the  Judge  shall  come, 
And  take  his  servants  up 

To  their  eternal  home :  [voice, 

We  soon  shall   hear  the    Archangel's 
The  trump  of  God  shall  sound,  rejoice. 
Charles  Wesley. 


175     H.M.    Newbury, p.  76. 

1  We  give  immortal  praise 

For  God  the  Fathers  love, 
For  all  our  comforts  here, 

And  all  our  hopes  above ; 
He  sent  his  own  eternal  Son, 
To  die  for  sins  that  we  had  done. 

2  To  God  the  Son  belongs 

Immortal  glory  too  ; 
Who  bought  us  with  his  blood 

From  everlasting  woe : 
And  now  he  lives  and  now  he  reigns, 
And  sees  the  fruit  of  all  his  pains. 

3  To  God  the  Spirit's  name 

Immortal  worship  give, 
Whose  new-creating  power 

-Makes  the  dead  sinner  live: 
His  work  completes  the  great  design, 
And  fills  the  soul  with  joy  divine. 

4  Almighty  (rod,  to  thee 

Be  endless  honors  done, 
The  undivided  Three, 

And  the  mysterious  One: 
Where  reason  fails  with  all  her  powers, 
There  faith  prevails  and  love  adores. 
Isaac  Watts. 


176     H •  M.     Lrr.ox,  p.  76. 

1  Join  all  the  glorious  names 
( >f  wisdom,  love,  and  power, 

That  ever  mortal-  knew, 
That  angels  ever  bore  ; 
All  are  too  mean  to  speak  bis  worth. 
Too  mean  to  set  my  Saviour  forth. 

J  Great  Prophet  of  my  God, 

My  tongue  would  bless  thy  name ; 
By  thee  the  joyful  news 

Of  our  salvation  came  : 
The  joyful  news  of  sins  forgiven, 
Of  hell  subdued,  and  peace  with  heaven. 

3  Jesus,  my  great  High-Priest 

Offered  his  blood  and  died ; 
My  guilty  conscience  seeks 

No  sacrifice  beside : 
His  powerful  blood  did  once*  atone, 
And  now  it  pleads  before  the  throne. 

4  My  dear  Almighty  Lord, 

My  Conqueror  and  my  King, 
Thy  sceptre  and  thy  sword, 

Thy  reigning  grace  I  sing : 
Thine  is  the  power;  behold,  I  sit, 
In  willing  bonds,  before  thy  feet. 

Isaac  Watts. 


1"7"7    H.  M. 

1  The  Lord  Jehovah  lives, 

And  blessed  be  my  Rock  ; 
Though  earth  her  bosom  heaves 

And  mountains  feel  the  shock, 
Though  oceans  rage  and  torrents  roar, 
He  is  the  same  for  evermore. 

2  The  Lord  Jehovah  lives, 

The  dying  sinner's  Friend ; 
How  freely  he  forgives 

The  follies  that  offend! 
He  wipes  the  penitential  tear, 
Bids  faith  and  hope  the  spirit  cheer. 

3  The  Lord  Jehovah  lives 

To  hear  and  answer  prayer  ; 
Whoe'er  in  him  believes 

And  trusts  his  guardian  care. 
A  Father's  tender  love  shall  know. 
Whence  living  streams  of  comfort  flow. 

4  The  Lord  Jehovah  lives 

Salvation  to  secure  ; 
The  title  that  he  gives 

Will  be  forever  sure; 
'T  is  drawn  in  characters  of  blood, 
'T  is  issued  from  the  throne  of  God. 
Thomas  Hast  i 
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ITS     H.M. 

1  Come,  every  |>i<>us  heart. 

That  loves  the  Saviour's  uauie, 
Your  noblest  powers  exert 

To  celebrate  his  fame  ; 
Tell  all  above,  ami  all  below, 
The  debt  of  love  to  him  you  owe. 

2  He  left  his  starry  crown, 

And  laid  his  robes  aside  ; 
On  wings  of  love  came  down. 

And  wept,  and  bled,  and  died  ; 
"What  he  endured,  oh,  who  can  tell, 
To  save  our  souls  from  death  and  hell  ? 

3  From  the  dark  grave  he  rose, 

The  mansion  of  the  dead ; 
And  thence  his  mighty  foes 

In  glorious  triumph  led  ; 
Up  through  the  sky  the  Conquerer  rode, 
And  reigns  on  high  the  Saviour  God. 

4  Jesus,  we  ne'er  can  pay 

The  debt  we  owe  thy  love; 
Yet  tell  us  how  we  may 

Our  gratitude  approve ; 
Our  hearts,  our  all  to  thee  we  give ; 
The  gift,  though  small,  do  than  receive. 
Samuel  Stennett. 

1*73     H.  M.    Lenox. 

1  Blow  ye  the  trumpet  blow, 

The  gladly  solemn  sound 
Let  all  the  nations  know, 

To  earth's  remotest  bound ; 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come  ; 
Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 

2  Jesus,  our  great  High-priest, 

Has  full  atonement  made  ; 
Ye  weary  spirits,  rest ; 

Ye  mournful  souls,  be  glad. 
The  year,  etc. 

3  Extol  the  Lamb  of  God, 

The  sin-atoning  Lamb ; 
Redemption  by  his  blood, 

Through  every  land  proclaim. 
The  year,  etc. 

4  Ye  who  have  sold  for  naught 

Y^our  heritage  above, 
Receive  it  back  unbought, 

The  gift  of  Jesus'  love. 
The  year,  etc. 

5  Ye  slaves  of  sin  and  hell, 

Your  liberty  receive, 
And  safe  in  Jesus  dwell, 

And  blest  in  Jesus  live. 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come ; 
Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 
Charles  Wesley. 


180    II.  M- 

1  Arise,  my  soul,  arise. 

Shake  oil'  thy  guilty  fear-  : 

The  bleeding  sacrifice 

In  my  behalf  appears: 
Before  the  throne  my  surety  stands. 
My  name  is  written  on  his  hands. 

2  Five  bleeding  wounds  he  bears, 

Received  on  Calvary  ; 
They  pour  effectual  prayers, 

They  strongly  plead  for  me  : 
Forgive  him,  oh  forgive,  they  cry, 
Nor  let  that  ransomed  sinner  die. 

3  TheFather  hears  him  pray, 

His  dear  anointed  One ; 
He  cannot  turn  away 

The  presence  of  his  Son ; 
His  spirit  answers  to  the  blood, 
And  tells  me  I  am  born  of  God. 

4  My  God  is  reconciled ;  " 

His  pardoning  voice  I  hear ; 
He  owns  me  for  his  child  ; 

I  can  no  longer  fear : 
With  confidence  I  now  draw  nigh, 
And  Father,  Abba,  Father,  cry. 

Charles  Wesley. 


181     H.M.     Haddam,  p.  74. 

1  Upward  I  lift  mine  eyes ; 

From  God  is  all  my  aid ; 
The  God  who  built  the  skies, 

And  earth  and  nature  made : 
God  is  the  tower  to  which  I  fly ; 
His  grace  is  nigh  in  every  hour. 

2  My  feet  shall  never  slide 

And  fall  in  fatal  snares, 
Since  God,  my  guard  and  guide, 

Defends  me  from  my  fears : 
Those  wakeful  eyes  that  never  sleep, 
Shall  Israel  keep  when  dangers  rise. 

3  No  burning  heats  by  day, 

Nor  blasts  of  evening  air. 
Shall  take  my  health  away, 

It'  God  be  with  me  there : 
Thou  art  my  sun,  and  thou  my  shade, 
To  guard  my  head  by  night  or  noon. 

4  Hast  thou  not  given  thy  word 

To  save  my  soul  from  death  ? 
And  1  can  trust  my  Lord 

To  keep  my  mortal  breath: 
I  '11  go  and  come,  nor  fear  to  die. 
Till  from  on  high  thou  eall  me  home. 
\ba  \<    Watts. 
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182    7a,6*     Webb. 

1   Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

Y<-  soldiers  of  the  CT088  ; 
Lift  higli  his  royal  banner, 

It  must  not  suffer  Loss  : 
From  victory  unto  victory 

His  army  shall  he  lead, 
Till  every  foe  is  vanquished, 

And  Christ  is  Lord  indeed. 


2  Stand  up.  stand  up  for  Jesus ; 

Stand  in  his  strength  alone ; 
The  arm  of  flesh  will  fail  you, 

Ye  dare  not  trust  your  own ; 
Put  on  the  gospel  armor, 

And  watching  unto  prayer, 
Where  duty  calls,  or  danger, 

Be  never  wanting  there. 


3  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus ; 
The  strife  will  not  be  long; 
This  day  the  noise  of  battle, 
The  next  the  victor's  song; 
To  him  that  overcometh 

A  crown  of  life  shall  be ; 
He  with  the  King  of  glory 
Shall  reign  eternally. 

George  Duffield. 


183     7s,  6s,  7s,  5s.     Work. 

1  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

Work  through  the  morning  hours ; 
Work,  while  the  dew  is  sparkling, 

Work  'mid  springing  flowers : 
Work,  when  the  day  grows  brighter, 

Work  in  the  glowing  sun  ; 
Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

When  man's  work  is  done. 


2  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

Work  through  the  sunny  noon ; 
Fill  brightest  hours  with  labor, 

Rest  comes  sure  and  soon. 
Give  every  flying  minute 

Something  to  keep  in  store ; 
Work  for  the  night  is  coming, 

WThen  man  works  no  more. 

3  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

Under  the  sunset  skies ; 
While  their  bright  tints  are  glowing, 

Work,  for  daylight  flies : 
Work  till  the  last  beam  fadeth— 

Fadeth  to  shine  no  more ; 
Work,  while  the  night  is  dark'ning, 

When  man's  work  is  o'er. 

Annie  L.  Walker. 


134    7s,  'is.    Kirirjj. 

1  Jerusalem  the  golden, 

With  milk  and  honey  blest, 

Beneath  thy  contemplation 

Sink  heart  and  V01C6  opprest 
I  know  not,  oh,  I  know  not 

What  holy  joys  arc  there, 
What  radiancy  of  glory, 

What  light  beyond  compare. 

2  They  stand,  those  halls  of  Zion, 

All  jubilant  with  song, 
And  bright  with  many  an  angel, 

And  all  the  martyr  throng. 
The  Prince  is  ever  in  them, 

The  daylight  is  serene, 
The  pastures  of  the  blesseVi 

Are  decked  in  glorious  sheen. 

3  There  is  the  throne  of  David ; 

And  there,  from  care  released, 
The  song  of  them  that  triumph, 

The  shout  of  them  that  feast ; 
And  they  who  with  their  Leader 

Have  conquered  in  the  fight, 
For  ever  and  for  ever 

Are  clad  in  robes  of  white. 

John  Mason  Neale. 


185     7s,  6s.     Webb.     Jenner. 

1  I  lay  my  sins  on  Jesus, 

The  spotless  Lamb  of  God ; 
He  bears  them  all,  and  frees  us 

From  the  accursed  load. 
I  bring  my  guilt  to  Jesus, 

To  wash  my  crimson  stains 
White  in  his  blood  most  precious, 

Till  not  a  spot  remains. 

2  I  lay  my  wants  on  Jesus ; 

All  fullness  dwells  in  him ; 
He  heals  all  my  diseases, 

He  doth  my  soul  redeem. 
I  lay  my  griefs  on  Jesus, 

My  burdens  and  my  cares ; 
He  from  them  all  releases, 

He  all  my  sorrows  shares. 

3  I  rest  my  soul  on  Jesus, 

This  weary  soul  of  mine; 
His  right  hand  me  embraces, 

I  on  his  breast  recline. 
I  love  the  name  of  Jesus 

Emmanuel,  Christ,  the  Lord; 
Like  fragrance  on  the  breezes 

His  name  abroad  is  poured. 

HORATIUS   BONAR. 
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X86    7s,  6s.    Missionary  Hymn, 
1  From  Greenland's  icy  mountains, 

From  India's  coral  strand. 

Where  A  trie's  sunny  fountains 
Roll  down  their  golden  sand  — 

Prom  many  an  ancient  river, 
From  many  a  palmy  plain, 

They  call  as  to  deliver 

Their  land  from  error's  chain. 


2  What  though  the  spicy  breezes 

Blow  soft  o'er  Ceylon's  isle; 
Though  every  prospect  pleases, 

And  only  man  is  vile; 
In  vain  with  lavish  kindness 

The  gifts  of  God  are  strown  ; 
The  heathen  in  his  blindness, 

Bows  down  to  wood  and  stone. 

3  Shall  we,  whose  souls  are  lighted 

With  wisdom  from  on  high — 
Can  we  to  men  benighted 

The  lamp  of  life  deny  ? 
Salvation,  oh,  salvation, 

The  joyful  sound  proclaim, 
Till  earth's  remotest  nation 

Has  learned  Messiah's  name. 


4  Waft,  waft,  ye  winds,  his  story, 
And  you,  ye  waters,  roll, 
Till  like  a  sea  of  glory, 

It  spreads  from  pole  to  pole ; 
Till  o'er  our  ransomed  nature 
The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain, 
Redeemer,  King,  Creator, 
In  bliss  returns  to  reign  ! 

Reginald  Heber. 


18*7     7s,  6s.     Mendebras. 

1  O  day  of  rest  and  gladness, 

O  day  of  joy  and  light, 
O  balm  of  care  and  sadness, 

Most  beautiful,  most  bright; 
On  thee,  the  high  and  lowly, 

Before  the  eternal  throne, 
Sing,  holy,  holy,  holy, 

To  God  the  three  in  one. 


2  On  thee  at  the  creation, 

Thy  light  first  had  its  birth ; 
On  thee,  for  our  salvation 

Christ  rose  from  depths  of  earth 
On  thee,  our  Lord,  victorious, 

The  Spirit  sent  from  heaven, 
And  thus  on  thee,  most  glorious, 

A  triple  light  was  given. 


,*>  To-day  <>n  weary  nations 

The  heavenly  manna  falls ; 
To  holy  convocations 

The  silver  trumpet  calls, 

Where  gospel  light  is  glowing 
With  pure  and  radiant  beams, 

And  living  water  flowing 

With  soul  refreshing  stream-. 


A  May  we  new  graces  gaining 
From  this  our  day  of  rest, 

Attain  the  rest  remaining 

To  spirits  of  the  blest; 
And  there,  our  voice  upraising 

To  Father  and  to  Son, 
And  Holy  Ghost,  be  praising 

Ever  the  Three  in  ( me. 

Christopher  Wordsworth. 


188     "s,  6s.     Webb,  p.  78. 

1  Hail  to  the  Lord's  Anointed, 

Great  David's  greater  Son ; 
Hail,  in  the  time  appointed, 

His  reign  on  earth  begun ; 
He  comes  to  break  oppression, 

To  set  the  captive  free, 
To  take  away  transgression, 

And  rule  in  equity. 

2  He  comes  with  succor  speedy 

To  those  who  suffer  wrong; 
To  help  the  poor  and  needy, 

And  bid  the  weak  be  strong; 
To  give  them  songs  for  sighing, 

Their  darkness  turn  to  light, 
Whose  souls  condemned  and  dying, 

Were  precious  in  his  sight. 


3  He  shall  come  down  like  showers, 

Upon  the  fruitful  earth, 
And  love,  joy,  hope,  like  flowers, 

Spring  in  his  path  to  birth: 
Before  him  on  the  mountains 

Shall  peace,  the  herald,  go; 
And  righteousness  in  fountains 

From  hill  to  valley  flow. 


For  him  shall  prayer  unceasing 

And  daily  vows  ascend  ; 
His  kingdom  still  increasing, 

A  kingdom  without  end  : 
The  tide  of  time  shall  never 

I  lis  covenant  remove  ; 
I  lis  name  shall  stand  for  ever, 

That  name  to  us  is  Love. 

James  Montgomery. 
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James  Nares. 
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PENITENCE.      6s  &  5s.      Double.  Spencer  Lane. 


;fed-%=fl^4^=g 


[Copyright  hy  C.  L.  Hutchins,  used  by  permission.] 


THE   PEOPLE'S   HYMN    BOOK. 


189     7i,  8s.     Amsterdam. 

1  Rise,  my  soul,  and  stretch  thy  wings, 

Thy  better  portion  trace ; 

Rise  from  transitory  things. 

Toward    heaven,  thy  native  place. 

Sun  and  moon  and  stars  decay  ; 
Time  shall  soon  this  earth  remove 

Rise,  my  soul,  and  haste  away, 
To  seats  prepared  above. 

2  Rivers  to  the  ocean  run, 

Nor  stay  in  all  their  course; 
Fire  ascending  seeks  the  sun ; 

Both  speed  them  to  their  source; 
So  a  soul  that's  born  of  God, 

Pants  to  view  his  glorious  face, 
Upward  tends  to  his  abode, 

To  rest  in  his  embrace. 

3  Fly  me,  riches :  fly  me  cares ; 

Whilst  I  that  coast  explore: 
Flattering  world,  with  all  thy  snares, 

Solicit  me  no  more. 
Pilgrims  fix  not  here  their  home ; 

Strangers  tarry  but  a  night ; 
When  the  last  dear  morn  is  come, 

They  '11  rise  to  joyful  light. 

4  Cease,  ye  pilgrims,  cease  to  mourn, 

Press  onward  to  the  prize; 
Soon  our  Saviour  will  return, 

Triumphant  in  the  skies: 
Yet  a  season,  and  you  know 

Happy  entrance  will  be  given, 
All  our  sorrows  left  below, 

And  earth  exchanged  for  heaven. 
Robert  Seagrave. 


190     7bj  6s.     Evarts. 

1  I  know  no  life  divided, 

O  Lord  of  life,  from  thee; 
In  thee  is  life  provided 

For  all  mankind,  for  me  : 
I  know  no  death,  0  Jesus, 

Because  I  live  in  thee ; 
Thy  death  it  is  which  frees  us 

From  death  eternally. 

'2  I  fear  no  tribulation, 

Since  whatsoe'er  it  be, 
It  makes  no  separation 

Between  my  Lord  and  me. 
If  thou,  my  God,  my  Teacher, 

Vouchsafe  to  be  my  own  ; 
Though  poor,  I  shall  be  richer 
Than  monarch  on  his  throne. 

Richard  Massie. 


191  B 

1  In  the  hour  of  trial, 

Jesus  plead  for  me; 

Lest  by  base  denial, 

1  depart  from  thee. 
When  thou  sci-'-t  me  waver, 

With  a  look  recall, 
Nor  for  fear  or  favor 

Suffer  me  to  fall. 

2  With  forbidden  pleasures, 

Would  this  vain  world  charm ; 
Or  its  sorted  treasures 

Spread  to  work  me  harm  ; 
Bring  to  my  remembrance 

Sad  Gethsemane, 
Or  in  darker  semblance 

Cross  crowned  Calvary. 

3  Should  thy  mercy  send  me 

Sorrow,  toil,  or  woe ; 
Or  should  pain  attend  me 

On  my  path  below : 
Grant  that  1  may  never 

Fail  thy  hand  to  see ; 
Grant  that  I  may  ever 

Cast  my  care  on  thee. 

4  When  my  last  hour  cometh, 

Fraught  with  strife  and  pain, 
When  my  dust  returneth 

To  the  dust  again  ; 
On  thy  truth  relying, 

Through  that  mortal  strife, 
Jesus  take  me  dying, 

To  immortal  life. 

J.  Montgomery,  alt. 


192 


Webb,  p.  78. 


1  To  thee,  my  God  and  Saviour, 

My  heart  exulting  sings, 
Rejoicing  in  thy  favor, 

Almighty  King  of  kings. 
I  '11  celebrate  thy  glory, 

With  all  the  saints  above, 
And  tell  the  joyful  story 

Of  thy  redeeming  love. 

2  By  thee,  through  life  supported, 

I  pass  the  dangerous  road. 
With  heavenly  hosts  escorted 

Up  to  their  bright  abode  ; 
There  cast  my  crown  before  thee, 

My  toils  anil  conflicts  o'er, 

And  day  and  night  adore  thee: 
What  can  an  angel  more  ! 

Thomas  Haweis. 
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193     6s,  4s.     Italian  Hymn, 

1  Come,  thou  Almighty  King, 
Help  us  thy  name  to  sing, 

Help  us  to  praise  : 

Father,  all-glorious, 
O'er  all  victorious, 

Come,  and  reign  over  us, 
Ancient  of  Days. 

2  Come,  thou  Incarnate  Word, 
Gird  on  thy  mighty  sword; 

Our  prayer  attend; 
Come,  and  thy  people  bless, 
And  give  thy  word  success: 
Spirit  of  holiness, 

On  us  descend. 

3  Come4  Holy  Comforter, 
Thy  sacred  witness  bear, 

In  this  glad  hour. 
Thou,  who  almighty  art, 
Now  rule  in  every  heart, 
And  ne'er  from  us  depart, 

Spirit  of  power. 

4  To  the  great  One  in  Three, 
The  highest  praises  be, 

Hence  evermore. 
His  sovereign  majesty 
May  we  in  glory  see, 
And  to  eternity 

Love  and  adore. 

Charles  Wesley. 


194 


4s.     America. 


1  Glory  to  God  on  high ! 
Let  praises  rill  the  sky ; 

Praise  ye  his  name. 
Angels  his  name  adore, 
Who  all  our  sorrows  bore; 
And  saints,  cry  evermore, 

Worthy  the  Lamb. 

2  All  they  around  the  throne, 
Cheerfully  join  in  one, 

Praising  his  name : 
We,  who  have  felt  his  blood 
Sealing  our  peace  with  Cod, 
Sound  his  dear  name  abroad, 

Worthy  the  Lamb ! 

3  Join,  all  ye  ransomed  race, 
Our  Lord  and  God  to  bless : 

Praise  ye  his  name  : 
In  him  we  will  rejoice, 
And  make  Ta  joyful  noise, 
Shouting  with  heart  and  voice, 

Worthy  the  Lamb! 


•I  Though  we  nmsl  change  our  place, 

(  Hir  BOulfl  -hall  never  e. 
Praising  hi>  name  : 

To  him  we  '11  tribute  bring, 
Laud  him  our  gracious  K 
And  through  all  ages  sing, 

Worthy  the  Eambl 

Jamf>  a  I  I  KN. 

195  6&j  4b.     Nob  Haven. 

1  My  faith  look>  up  to  thee, 
Thou  Lamb  of  (  alvary, 

Saviour  divine ; 
Now  hear  me  while  I  pray, 
Take  all  my  guilt  away. 
Oh,  let  me  from  this  day 

Be  wholly  thine. 

2  May  thy  rich  grace  impart 
Strength  to  my  fainting  heart, 

My  zeal  inspire; 
As  thou  hast  died  for  me, 
Oh,  may  my  love  to  thee, 
Pure,  warm,  and  changeless  be, 

A  living  fire. 

3  While  life's  dark  maze  I  tread, 
And  griefs  around  me  spread, 

Be  thou  my  guide; 
Bid  darkness  turn  to  day, 
AVipe  sorrow's  tears  away, 
Nor  let  me  ever  stray 

From  thee  aside. 

4  When  ends  life's  transient  dream, 
When  death's  cold  sullen  stream 

Shall  o'er  me  roll, 
Blest  Saviour,  then,  in  love, 
Fear  and  distrust  remove; 
Oh,  bear  me  safe  above, 

A  ransomed  soul. 

Ray  Palmer 

196  6s,  4s.     America. 

1  God  bless  our  native  land  ! 
Firm  may  she  ever  stand, 

Through  storm  and  night : 
When  the  wild  tempests  rave, 
Ruler  of  wind  and  wave. 
Do  thou  our  country  save 

By  thy  great  might 

2  For  her  our  prayer  shall  rise 
To  (rod,  above  the  skies; 

On  him  we  wait : 
Thou  who  art  ever  nigh, 
Guardian  with  watchful  eye, 

To  thee  aloud  we  ery, 
God  save  the  state. 

John  Sui  i.ivan  Dwight. 
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MESSIAH.      7s.      Double.  Air.  by  G.  Kingstley. 
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CREATION.      L.  M.      Double. 


F.  J.  Haydn. 


19  "7     6s,  4s.     Oak. 

1  Ever,  my  God,  with  me, 

Ever  with  me, 
E'en  when  my  feeble  sense 

Cannot  sec  thee ; 
Yet  all  my  BOng  shall  be, 
Ever,  my  God,  with  me, 

Ever  with  me. 


Jesus,  my  Lord,  my  God, 
Didst  thou  not  say : 

To  the  world's  end  I  am 
With  you  alway. 

Thou  in  me,  I  in  thee, 

Ever,  my  God,  with  me, 
Ever  with  me. 


4  To  thv  disciples,  Lord, 
Didst  thou  not  tell 
That  God,  the  Holy  Ghost, 
In  them  should  dwell  ? 
Thy  temple  then  make  me, 
Ever,  my  God,  with  me, 
Ever  with  me. 


Help  my  infirmities, 

Spirit  divine ; 
Within  me  witness  bear 

That  I  am  thine. 
Thy  fruits  produce  in  me, 
Ever,  my  God,  with  me, 

Ever  with  me. 


5  Jesus,  thou  Son  of  God, 
Lamb  slain  for  me ; 
Thy  blood,  thy  righteousness, 

Is  all  my  plea. 

Immanuel,  wilt  thou  be, 

Ever,  my  God,  with  me, 

Ever  with  me. 


Crucified,  Lord,  with  thee, 

Risen,  I  live. 
Not  I,  but  thou  in  me ; 

Life  thou  dost  give. 
By  faith  I  live  in  thee, 
Ever,  my  God,  with  me, 

Ever  with  me. 


Help  me  then,  0  my  God, 

Fearless  to  stand ; 
LTpheld  and  strengthened 

By  thy  right  hand. 
Thou  hast  said  thou  wilt  be 
Ever,  my  God,  with  me, 

Ever  with  me. 

Samuel  B.  Schtefkelin. 
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198     7s.     Doable 

1  Saviour,  when  in  dust  to  thee 


87 


Low  we  bend  the  adoring  knee ; 
When  repentent,  to  the  skies 
Scarce  we  lift  our  weeping  eyes; 
Oh.  by  all  the  pains  and  woe 
Suffered  once  for  man  below, 
Bending  from  thy  throne  on  high, 
Hear  our  solemn  litany. 

2  By  thy  helpless  infant  years, 
By  thy  life  of  want  and  tears, 
By  thy  days  of  sore  distress 
In  the  lonely  wilderness, 

By  the  dread  mysterious  hour 
Of  the  insulting  temper's  power ; 
Turn,  oh,  turn  a  favoring  eye, 
Hear  our  solemn  litany. 

3  By  thine  hour  of  dire  despair, 
By  thine  agony  of  prayer, 

By  the  cross,  the  nail,  the  thorn, 
Piercing  spear,  and  torturing  scorn, 
By  the  gloom  that  veiled  the  skies 
O'er  the  dreadful  sacrifice, 
Listen  to  our  humble  cry, 
Hear  our  solemn  litany. 

4  By  thy  deep  expiring  groan, 
By  the  sad  sepulchral  stone, 

By  the  vault,  whose  dark  abode 
Held  in  vain  the  rising  God, 
Oh,  from  earth  to  heaven  restored, 
Mighty,  reascended  Lord, 
Listen,  listen  to  the  cry 
Of  our  solemn  litany. 

Robert  Grant. 


199     L-  ML     Bretby,  p.  (5. 

1  Great  God,  we  sing  that  mighty  hand 
By  which  supported  still  we  stand  : 
The  opening  year  thy  mercy  shows; 
Let  mercy  crown  it  till  it  close. 

2  By  day,  by  night,  at  home,  abroad, 
Still  we  are  guarded  by  our  God  ; 
By  his  incessant  bounty  fed, 

By  his  unerring  counsel  led. 

3  With  grateful  hearts  the  past  we  own  ; 
The  future,  all  to  us  unknown, 

We  to  thy  guardian  care  commit. 
And  peaceful  leave  before  thy  feet. 

4  In  scenes  exalted  or  depressed, 

Be  thou  our  joy,  and  thou  our  reel  ; 
Thy  gdbdnees  all  our  hopes  shall  raise, 
Adored  through  all  our  changing  days. 

Pilllir  DODDKIOOB, 
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TELEMANN'S  CHANT.      7s. 


C.  Zeuxer. 
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QUEBEC.      L.  M. 


Henry  Baker. 
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200    7s.     Tclemannt?  Chant. 

1  Songs  of  praise  the  angels  sang, 
Heaven  with  hallelujahs  rang, 

When  Jehovah's  work  began, 

When  he  spake,  and  it  was  done. 

2  Songs  of  praise  awoke  the  morn 
When  the  Prince  of  Peace  was  born; 
Songs  of  praise  arose,  when  he 
Captive  led  captivity. 

3  Heaven  and  earth  must  pass  away, 
Songs  of  praise  shall  crown  that  day; 
(rod  will  make  new  heavens,  new  earth. 
Songs  of  praise  shall  hail  their  birth. 

4  Saints  below,  with  heart  and  voice, 
Still  in  songs  of  praise  rejoice; 
Learning  here,  by  faith  and  love, 
Songs  of  praise  to  sing  above. 

5  Borne  upon  their  latest  breath, 
Songs  of  praise  shall  conquer  death ; 
Then,  amid  eternal  joy, 

Songs  of  praise  their  powers  employ. 
James  Montgomery. 


201 


4s.     Bethany. 


1  More  love  to  thee,  O  Christ  ; 

More  love  to  thee. 
Hear  thou  the  prayer  I  make, 

On  bended  knee ; 
This  is  my  earnest  plea, 
More  love,  O  Christ,  to  thee, 

More  love  to  thee. 

2  Once  earthly  joy  I  craved, 

Sought  peace  and  rest ; 
Now  thee  alone  I  seek — 

Give  what  is  best  : 
This  all  my  prayer  shall  be, 
More  love,  O  Christ,  to  thee, 

More  love  to  thee. 

3  Let  sorrow  do  its  work, 

Send  grief  and  pain ; 
Sweet  are  thy  messengers, 

Sweet  their  refrain, 
When  they  can  sing  with  me, 
More  love,  O  Christ,  to  thee, 

More  love  to  thee. 

4  Then  shall  my  latest  breath 

Whisper  thy  praise ; 
This  be  the  parting  cry 

My  heart  shall  raise, 
This  still  its  prayer  shall  be, 
More  love,  O  Christ,  to  thee, 

More  love  to  thee. 

Elizabeth  Pavson  Pkkntiss. 


202     6s,  *«,  7s.     Ilindostan. 

1  There  is  a  happy  land, 

Far,  far  away, 
Where  saints  in  glory  stand, 

Bright,  bright  as  day. 
( >h,  how  they  sweetly  sinir, 
Worthy  is  our  Saviour,  King; 
Loud  let  his  praises  ring, 

Praise,  praise  for  aye. 

2  Come  to  this  happy  land, 

Come,  come  away ; 
Why  will  ye  doubting  stand, 

Why  still  delay? 
Oh,  we  shall  happy  be, 
When,  from  sin  and  sorrow  free, 
Lord,  we  shall  live  with  thee, 

Blest,  blest  for  aye. 

3«  Bright  in  that  happy  land 
Beams  every  eye ; 
Kept  by  a  Father's  hand, 

Love  cannot  die. 
Oh,  then,  to  glory  run  ; 
Be  a  crown  and  kingdom  won; 
And  bright  above  the  sun, 
We  reign  for  aye. 

Andrew  Young. 


203     7s,  6s.     Emrts,  p.  82. 

1  O  Bread  to  pilgrims  given, 

O  Food  that  angels  eat, 
O  Manna  sent  from  heaven, 

For  heaven-born  natures  meet. 
Give  us,  for  thee  long  pining, 

To  eat  till  richly  filled ; 
Till,  earth's  delights  resigning, 

Our  every  wish  is  stilled. 

2  O  Water,  life  bestowing, 

From  out  the  Saviours  heart, 
A  fountain  purely  flowing, 

A  fount  of  love  thou  art. 
Oh  let  us,  freely  testing, 

Our  burning  thirst  assuage; 
Thy  sweetness,  never  wasting, 

Avails  from  age  to  age. 

3  Jesus,  this  feast  receiving, 

We  thee  unseen  adore  ; 
Thy  faithful  word  believing, 

We  take — and  doubt  no  more: 
Give  us,  thou  true  and  loving, 

On  earth  to  live  in  thee  ; 
Then,  death  the  veil  removing, 

Thy  glorious  face  to  see. 

Ray  Palmer. 


90 


THE  PEOPLE'S  HYMN.  BOOK. 


PORTUGUESE   HYMN.      IOs  &  lis. 

|    P8<« f*-| — | ^ryA r-J5a-fU>   N  „       K  ,     | 

J.  Reading. 

— p — r  r*  N  h  i 

L>:;t2   <*~TJ* — ^TS *^*TLr^r~rT?_M=fF^T*" 

Z  *  \i**^  1 

1^ .  *  4_>    L     L  r    i      u-v    =i  -i-£  H     — if-^  h — 

-v-*4^  u  k  1 

U     I         L* 


pt>  r ,  J^  _  ^  J5JJ 


GOSHEN,      lis. 

4^ 


9$^     J-T-J       ^     1         ^    i     '       I**    I  ■    i     '       i  I    ii : 


German  Melody. 


i=F5^ 


rt 


^F-^^^ry~rnr^ 


COME,  YE  DISCONSOLATE,      lis  &  IOs.  S.  Webbe. 

A l-r-4- 


THE  PEOPLE'S 
204     Us.     Portuguese  Hymn. 

1  How  firm   a    foundation,   ye  saints  of 

the  Lord, 
Is  laid  for  your  faith   in  his  excellent 

word. 
What  more  can  he  say  than  to  you  he 

hath  said, 
Who  unto  the  Saviour  for  refuge  have 

fled:— 


2  "  Fear  not,  I  am  with  thee,  oh,  be  not 
•    dismayed, 
For  I  am  thy  God,  and  will  still  give 

thee  aid; 
I  '11   strengthen   thee,  help   thee,  and 

cause  thee  to  stand, 
L'pheld  by  my  righteous,  omnipotent 
hand. 


3  "When  through  the  deep  waters  I 
call  thee  to  go, 

The  rivers  of  sorrow  shall  not  over- 
flow; 

For  I  will  be  with  thee  thy  troubles  to 
bless, 

And  sanctify  to  thee  thy  deepest  dis- 
tress. 


4  "  When  through  fiery  trials  thy  path- 
way shall  lie, 

My  grace  all-sufficient  shall  be  thy 
supply ; 

The  flame  shall  not  hurt  thee,  I  only 
design 

Thy  dross  to  consume,  and  thy  gold  to 
refine. 


5  "  E'en  down  to  old  age,  all  my  people 

shall  prove 
My  sovereign,   eternal,    unchangeable 

love ; 
And  then,  when  gray  hairs  shall  their 

temples  adorn, 
Like  lambs  they  shall  still  in  my  bosom 

be  borne. 


6  "  The  soul  that  on  Jesus  hath  leaned 
for  repose 
I  will  not,  I  will  not  desert  to  his  foes  ; 
That  soul,  though  all  hell  should  en- 
deavor to  shake, 
I'll  never,  no  never,  no  never  forsake." 
George  Keith. 


HYMN    HOOK.  HI 

205  11s-  Portuguese  Hymn.  Goshen. 

• 

1  Stand    fast   in  the    faith!    'tis    the    man- 

date of   (  rod, 
Once  uttered  in   anguish,  once  written 

in  blood ; 
From  the  cross  of  the  Lord,  from   the 

throne  in  the  sky, 
It  was  breathed  over  earth,  it  is  uttered 

on  high. 

2  Stand  fast  in  the  faith !  there  are  those 

at  thy  side 

WTho  can  vanquish  the  foe  in  his  ram- 
parts of  pride ; 

Be  loyal,  be  valiant ;  thy  heart  to  in- 
spire, 

Lo !  the  chariots  of  God,  and  the  horses 
of  fire. 

3  Stand  fast  in  the  faith !  though  the  con- 

flict is  hot, 

The  field  hath  no  strife  where  thy  Cap- 
tain is  not ; 

His  eye  is  upon  thee,  thou  hear'st  what 
he  eaith : 

"  Ho  !  quit  you  like  men,  and  stand  fast 
in  the  faith." 

Phebe  Hinsdale  Brown. 


206    lis,  10s.    Come  ye  Disconsolate. 

1  Come,  ye  disconsolate,  where'er  ye  lan- 

guish ; 

Come  to  the  mercy  seat,  fervently 
kneel ; 

Here  bring  your  wounded  hearts,  here 
tell  your  anguish ; 

Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  heaven  can- 
not heal. 

2  Joy  of  the  desolate,  Light  of  the  stray- 

ing, 

Hope  of  the  penitent,  fadeless  and 
pure; 

Here  speaks  the  Comforter,  tenderly 
saying, 

Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  heaven  can- 
not cure. 

3  Here  see  the  Bread  of  life ;  see  waters 

flowing 
Forth  from  the  throne  of   God,  pure 

from  above ; 
Come  to  the   feast  of  love,  come,  ever 

knowing 
Earth   has  no  sorrow  but  heaven  can 

remove. 

Thomas  Moore. 
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LYONS.      lOs  &  lis. 


Haydn. 


BETHUNE.      L.  M.      6  lines. 


N.  C.  Buknap. 
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EXPOSTULATION.      lis.  J.  Hopkins. 
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20 "7    10s,  lis.    Lyom 


1  Oh,  worship  the  Kins  all  glorious  above, 
oh,  gratefully  sing  his  power  and  his  love; 
Our  Shield  and  Defender,  the  Ancient  of  days, 
Pavilioned  in  splendor  and  girded  with  praise. 

2  Oh,  tell  of  his  might,  oh,  sing  of  his  grace, 
Whose  robe  18  the  light,  whose  canopy  space; 
His  chariots  of  wrath  deep  thunder-clouds  form, 
And  dark  is  his  path  on  the  wings  of  the  storm. 

3  The  earth,  with  its  store  of  wonders  untold, 
Almighty,  thy  power  hath  founded  of  old, 
Hath  stablished  it  fast  by  a  changeless  decree, 
And  round  it  hath  cast,  "like  a  mantle,  the  sea. 

4  Thy  bountiful  care  what  tongue  can  recite? 
It  breathes  in  the  air,  it  shines  in  the  light, 

It  streams  from  the  hills,  it  descends  to  the  plains, 
And  sweetly  distils  in  the  dew  and  the  rains. 

5  Frail  children  of  dust,  and  feeble  as  frail, 
In  thee  do  we  trust,  nor  find  thee  to  fail : 
Thy  mercies  how  tender,  how  firm  to  the  end, 
Our  Maker,  Defender,  Redeemer,  and  Friend ! 

6  Oh,  measureless  Might,  ineffable  Love! 
While  angels  delight  to  hymn  thee  above, 
The  humbler  creation,  though  feeble  their  lays, 
With  true  adoration  shall  lisp  to  thy  praise. 


Robert  Grant. 


20  8     Us-     Expostulation. 


1  Oh,  turn  ye,  oh,  turn  ye,  for  why  will  ye  die, 
When  God  in  great  mercy  is  coming  so  nigh? 
Now  Jesus  invites  you,  the  Spirit  says  "  Come," 
And  angels  are  waiting  to  welcome  you  home. 

2  How  vain  the  delusion  that  while  you  delay, 
Your  hearts  may  grow  better  by  staying  away ; 
Come  wretched,  come  starving,  come  just  as  you  be, 
While  streams  of  salvation  are  flowing  so  free. 

3  In  riches,  in  pleasures,  what  can  you  obtain, 
To  soothe  your  affliction,  or  banish  your  pain? 
To  bear  up  your  spirit  when  summoned  to  die, 
Or  fit  you  to  dwell  in  the  palace  on  high. 

4  WThy  will  you  be  starving  and  feeding  on  air  ? 
There  's  fullness  in  Jesus,  enough  and  to  spare ; 
If  still  you  are  doubting,  make  trial  and  see, 
And  prove  that  his  mercy  is  boundless  and  free. 

5  Come,  give  us  your  hand,  and  the  Saviour  your  heart, 
And  trusting  in  Jesus  we  never  shall  part ; 

Oh,  how  can  we  leave  you?  why  will  you  not  come? 
We  '11  journey  together,  and  soon  be  at  home. 

Josiah  Hopkins. 
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SANCTUS  (Niceea).      lOs,  lis  &  12s. 


J.  B.  Dykes. 

4 ^ 


WESLEY  (Hail  to  the  Brightness),      lis  &  10s 


L.  Mason. 
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209     10s,  lis,  12s.     Sanctus. 

1  Holy,  holy,  holy!   Lord  God  Almighty; 

Early  in  the  morning  our  song  shall  rise  to  thee 
Holy,  holy,  holy,  merciful  and  mighty; 
God  in  three  persons,  hlessed  Trinity. 

2  Holy,  holy,  holy !  all  the  saints  adore  thee, 

Casting  down  their  golden  crowns  around  the  glassy  sea, 
Cherubim  and  seraphim  falling  down  before  thee, 
Which  wert,  and  art,  and  evermore  shalt  be. 

3  Holy,  holy,  holy !  though  the  darkness  hide  thee, 
Though  the  eye  of  sinful  man  thy  glory  may  not  see, 
Only  thou  art  holy ;  there  is  none  beside  thee 
Perfect  in  power,  in  love,  and  purity. 

4  Holy,  holy,  holy !    Lord  God  Almighty ; 

All  thy  works  shall  praise  thy  name,  in  earth  and  sky  and  sea: 
Holy,  holy,  holy  !  merciful  and  mighty  ; 
God  in  three  persons,  blessed  Trinity.     Amen. 

Reginald  Heber. 

2XO     Us.     Frederick. 

1  I  would  not  live  alway ;  I  ask  not  to  stay 
Where  storm  after  storm  rises  dark  o'er  the  way  ; 
The  few  lurid  mornings  that  dawn  on  us  here 

Are  enough  for  life's  woes,  full  enough  for  its  cheer. 

2  I  would  not  live  alway,  thus  fetter'd  by  sin  ; 
Temptation  without  and  corruption  within  ; 
E'en  the  rapture  of  pardon  is  mingled  with  fears, 
And  the  cup  of  thanksgiving  with  penitent  tears. 

3  Who,  who  would  live  alway,  away  from  his  God ; 
Away  from  yon  heaven,  that  blissful  abode 

Where  the  rivers  of  pleasure  flow  o'er  the  bright  plains, 
And  the  noontide  of  glory  eternally  reigns  ? 

4  Where  the  saints  of  all  ages  in  harmony  meet, 
Their  Saviour  and  brethren  transported  to  greet, 
While  the  anthems  of  rapture  unceasingly  roll, 
And  the  smile  of  the  Lord  is  the  feast  of  the  soul  ? 

William  A.  Muhlenberg. 

211     Us,  10s.      Wesley. 

1  Hail,  to  the  brightness  of  Zion's  glad  morning, 
Joy  to  the  lands  that  in  darkness  have  lain ; 
Hush'd  be  the  accents  of  sorrow  and  mourning, 
Zion,  in  triumph,  begins  her  mild  reign. 

2  Hail,  to  the  brightness  of  Zion's  glad  morning, 
Long  by  the  prophets  of  Israel  foretold ; 
Hail  to  the  millions  from  bondage  returning, 
Gentiles  and  Jews  the  blest  vision  behold. 

3  Lo,  in  the  desert  rich  flowers  are  springing, 
Streams  ever  copious  are  gliding  along; 

Loud  from  the  mountain-top  echoes  are  ringing 
Wastes  rise  in  verdure  and  iningle  in  song. 

4  See  from  all  lands — from  the  isles  of  the  ocean, 
Praise  to  Jehovah,  ascending  on  high  ; 
Fall'n  are  the  engines  of  war  and  commotion 
Shouts  of  salvation  are  rending  the  sky. 

Thomas  Hastings. 
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212  10s.    Eventide 

1  Abide  with  me:       fast   tails  the  even- 

tide; 
The  darkness  deepens ;  Lord,  with  me 

abide : 
When  other  helpers  fail,  and  comforts 

flee, 
Help  of  the  helpless,  oh,  abide  with  me. 

2  Swift  to  its  close  ebbs  out  life's  little 

d:l-v;  ,.      .       ,     • 

Earth's  joys  grow  dim,  its  glories  pass 

away ; 

Change  and  decay  in  all  around  I  see  ; 
Oh,  thou  who  changest  not  abide  with 
me. 

3  I  need  thy  presence  every  passing  hour  ; 
What    but    thy   grace    can    foil    the 

tempter's  power  ?  [can  be  ? 

Who  like  thyself,  my  guide  and  stay 
Through   cloud   and    sunshine,   Lord, 

abide  with  me. 

4  I   fear  no  foe,  with  thee  at  hand   to 

bless; 

Ills  have  no  weight,  and  tears  no  bit- 
terness : 

Where  is  death's  sting;  where,  grave, 
thy  victory? 

I  triumph  still",  if  thou  abide  with  me. 

5  Hold  thou  thy  cross  before  my  closing 

eyes; 
Shine  through  the  gloom,  and   point 

me  to  the  skies ; 
Heaven's  morning  breaks,  and  earth's 

vain  shadows  flee: 
In  life,  in  death,  O  Lord,  abide  writh  me. 
Henry  Francis  Lyte. 

213  L.  M.     Hursley,  p.  10. 

1  My  heavenly  Father,  Saviour,  God ; 
I  see  thee  in  thy  works  and  word ; 
Thy  word  and  works  all  join  to  prove 
Thou  art  my  God,  my  God  is  Love. 

2  The  singing  bird,  the  perfumed  flower, 
Each  varied  hue,  sunshine  and  shower 
To  every  sense  1  have  proclaim 

Thy  love,  ( )  God  1  Love  is  thy  name. 

3  Thy  providence  keeps  love  in  sight, 
Seed-time  and  harvest,  day  and  night, 
The  seasons  as  they  onward  move 
Are  constant  tokens  of  thy  love. 

4  Thy  law  is  love.     All  it  requires 
Is  love  to  thee :  and  that  inspires 
Love  to  my  neighbor.     E'en  to  foe, 
Thy  law  says,  loving  kindness  show. 

5  God  loved  the  world.    The  world  to  save 
His  own  beloved  Son,  he  gave. 
Giving  thy  Son,  that  I  might  live, 
With  him,  wilt  thou  not  all  things  give? 


6  Thy  love.  0  Christ!  1  cannot  know. 
For  me  thou  died".-t,  when  here  below, 
For  me  thou  :in  enthroned  above, 

With  thee,  1  share  our  Father's  love. 
Bami  ki   B.  Si  iiii.i  i  i.i. in. 

214  12a,     Scotland. 

1  The  voice  of  free  grace  cries,  Escape  to 

the  mountain, 
For    Adam's     lost     race,    Christ     hath 

opened  a  fountain  ; 
For   sin   and    uncleanness   and   every 

transgression, 
His  blood  flows  most  freely  in  streams 
of  salvation. 
Cho. — Hallelujah  to  the  Lamb,  who 
hath  purchased  our  pardon, 
WTe  '11  praise  him  again,  when 
we  pass  over  Jordan. 

2  Ye  souls  that  are  wounded,  flee  to  the 

Saviour, 

Now  he  calls  you  in  mercy — 't  is  infi- 
nite favor; 

Though  your  sins  are  increasing ;  escape 
to  the  mountain, 

His  blood  can  remove  them,  it  flows 
from  the  fountain. — Cho. 

3  Now  Jesus,  our   King   reigns   trium- 

phantly glorious ; 
O'er  sin,  death,  and  hell,  he  is  more 

than  victorious ; 
With  shouting  proclaim  it,  oh,  trust  in 

his  passion, 
He  saves  us  most  freely,  oh,  glorious 

salvation. — Cho. 

4  With  joy  shall  we  stand  when  escaped 

to  the  shore ; 
With  harps  in  our  hands  we'll  praise 

him  the  more ; 
We'll  range  the  sweet  plains  on  the 

bank  of  the  river,       [ever. — Cho. 
And   sing  of    salvation   for  ever  and 
Richard  Bukdsall. 

215  CM.     Double.     Carol. 

1  There  is  a  green  hill  far  away, 

Without  a  city  wall, 
Where  the  dear  Lord  was  crucified, 

Who  died  to  save  us  all. 
We  may  not  know,  we  cannot  tell 

What  pains  he  had  to  bear; 
But  we  believe  it  was  for  us 

He  hung  and  suffered  there. 

2  He  died  that  we  might  be  forgiven ; 

He  died  to  make  us  good  ; 
That  we  might  go  at  last  to  heaven, 

Saved  by  his  precious  blood. 
Oh,  dearly,  dearly  has  he  loved, 

And  we  must  love  hi  in  too, 
And  trust  in  his  redeeming  blood, 

And  try  his  works  to  do. 

Cecil  Frances  Alexander. 
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2X6     Revive  us  Again. 

1  Rejoice  and  be  glad  ! 

The  Redeemer  has  come  ! 
Go  look  on  his  cradle, 
His  cross,  and  his  tomb. 
Cho. — Sound  his  praises,  tell  the  story 
Of  him  who  was  slain;       [ness. 
Sound   his  praises,  tell  with  glad- 
He  liveth  again. 

2  Rejoice  and  be  glad ! 

Now  the  pardon  is  free! 
The  Just  for  the  unjust 

Has  died  on  the  tree. — Cho. 

3  Rejoice  and  be  glad  !  » 

For  the  Lamb  that  was  slain 
O'er  death  is  triumphant, 
And  liveth  again. —  Cho. 

4  Rejoice  and  be  glad  ! 

For  our  King  is  on  high, 
He  pleadeth  for  us 

On  his  throne  in  the  sky. — Cho. 

5  Rejoice  and  be  glad ! 

For  he  cometh  again 
He  cometh  in  glory, 

The  Lamb  that  was  slain. — Cho. 

HOKATIUS   BONAR. 

2X"7     Revive  us  Again. 

1  We  praise  thee,  O  God, 

For  the  Son  of  thy  love, 
For  Jesus  who  died, 

And  is  now  gone  above. 
Cho. — Hallelujah  !  thine  the  glory, 
Hallelujah !  amen  1 
Hallelujah !  thine  the  glory, 
Revive  us  again ! 

2  We  praise  thee,  O  God, 

For  thy  Spirit  of  Light, 
Who  has  shown  us  our  Saviour, 
And  scattered  our  night. — Cho. 

3  All  glory  and  praise 

To  the  Lamb  that  was  slain, 
Who  has  borne  all  our  sins, 

And  has  cleansed  every  stain. — Cho. 

4  All  glory  and  praise 

To  the  God  of  all  grace, 
Who  has  bought  us,  and  sought  us, 
And  guided  our  ways. — Cho. 

5  Revive  us  again; 

Fill  each  heart  with  thy  love ; 
May  each  soul  be  rekindled 
With  fire  from  above. — Cho. 

William  Paton  MacKay. 

218     8s,  5s.     Song. 

1  Sing  of  Jesus,  sing  for  ever 
Of  the  love  that  changes  never ; 
Who,  or  what,  from  him  can  sever 
Those  he  makes  his  own  ? 


2  With  his  blood  the  Lord  hath  bought 

them, 

When    they  knew  him    not    he   SOUght 

them, 
And  from  all  their  wanderings  brought 
them ; 

1 1  is  the  praise  alone. 

3  Through  the  desert  Jesus  leads  them, 
With  the  bread  of  heaven  he  feeds  them, 

And  through   all   their  way  he  Bp 
them 
To  their  home  above. 

4  There  they  see  the  Lord  who  bought 

them, 
Him    who    came    from    heaven    and 

sought  them, 
Him  who  by  hisSpirit  taught  them, 
Him  they  serve  and  love. 

Thomas  Kelly. 

219  L.  If.     Duke  Street,  p.  14. 

1  Xo  more,  my  ( rod,  I  boast  no  more 

Of  all  the  duties  I  have  done ; 
I  quit  the  hopes  I  held  before, 
To  trust  the  merits  of  thy  Son. 

2  Now,  for  the  love  I  bear  his  name, 

What  was  my  gain  I  count  my  loss ; 
My  former  pride  I  call  my  shame, 
And  nail  my  glory  to  his  cross. 

3  Yes,  and  I  must  and  will  esteem 

All  things  but  loss  for  Jesus'  sake : 
Oh,  may  my  soul  be  found  in  him, 
And  of  his  righteousness  partake. 

4  The  best  obedience  of  my  hands 

Dares  not  appear  before  thy  throne ; 
But  faith  can  answer  thy  demands, 
By  pleading  what  my  Lord  has  done. 
Isaac  Watts. 

220  8s.     Contrast. 

1  A  debtor  to  mercy  alone, 

Of  covenant  mercy  I  sing ; 
Nor  fear,  with  thy  righteousness  on, 

My  person  and  offering  to  bring: 
The  terrors  of  law,  and  of  God, 

With  me  can  have  nothing  to  do; 
My  Saviour's  obedience  and  blood 

Hide  all  my  transgressions  from  view. 

2  The  work  which  his  goodness  began, 

The  arm  of  his  strength  will  complete; 
His  promise  is  Yea  and  Amen, 

And  never  was  forfeited  yet  : 
Things  future,  nor  things  that  are  now. 

Not  all  things  below,  nor  above. 
Can  make  him  his  purpose  forego, 

Or  sever  my  soul  from  his  love. 

A.    M.   TOPLADY. 
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221    10s,  4s.    Lux  Benigna. 

1  Lead,  kindly   Light,  amid    the    encir- 

Lead  thou  me  on;  [dine:  gloom 
The  night   is  dark  and  I   am  far  from 

Lead  thou  me  on;  [home, 

Keep  thou  my  feet ;  I  do  not  ask  to  see 
The  distant  scene;  one  step  enough  for 
me. 

2  I  was  not  ever  thus,  nor  prayed   that 

Should'st  lead  me  on;  [thou 

I  loved   to  choose  and  see  my  path; 

Lead  thou  me  on;  [but  now 

I  loved  the  garish  day,  and  spite  of 

fears, 
Pride  ruled  my  will.     Remember  not 
past  years. 

3  So   long  thy  power   has  blessed    me, 

Will  lead  me  on  [sure  it  still 

O'er  moor  and  fen,  o'er  crag  and  tor- 

The  night  is  gone;  [rent  till 

And  with  the  morn  those  angel  faces 

smile 
Which  I  have  loved  long  since,  and 
lost  awhile. 

4  Meanwhile,  along  the 'narrow,  rugged 

Thyself  hast  trod,  [path 

Lead,  Saviour,  lead  me  home  in  child- 
Home  to  my  God,  [like  faithj 
To  rest  for  ever  after  earthly  strife, 
In  the  calm  light  of  everlasting  life. 
John  Henry  Newman. 


222     6s,  5s.    St.  Alban. 

1  Onward,  Christian  soldiers, 

Marching  as  to  war, 
With  the  cross  of  Jesus, 

Going  on  before. 
Christ,  the  royal  Master 

Leads  against  the  foe ; 
Forward  into  battle, 

See,  his  banners  go. 

Cho. — Onward,  Christian  soldiers, 
Marching  as  to  war, 
Wit lr the  cross  of  Jesus 
Going  on  before. 

2  Crowns  and  thrones  may  perish, 

Kingdoms  rise  and  wane, 
But  the  church  of  Jesus 

Constant  will  remain ; 
Gates  of  hell  can  never 

'Gainst  that  church  prevail ; 
We  have  Christ's  own  promise, 

And  that  cannot  fail. — Cho. 

3  Onward,  then,  ye  people, 

Join  the  happy  throng, 
Blend  with  ours  your  voices 
In  the  triumph-song ; 


(  Uory,  land,  and  honor 

I  Into  (  lnist  the  King ; 
This  through  countless  ages. 

Mm  and  angels  sing. — <  'ho. 

Sat.im.    BAKEEfG   <  tOUUX 
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5s,  8s,  3s.    Stephanos 


1  Art  thou  weary,  art  thou  languid, 

Art  thou  sore  distressed? 
"Come  to  me,"  saith  One,  "and  com- 
Be  at  rest."  [ing, 

2  Bath  he  marks  to  lead  me  to  him, 

If  he  be  my  Guide? 
"In    his   feet   and    hands  are  wound- 
And  his  side."  [prints, 

3  Is  there  diadem,  as  Monarch, 

That  his  brow  adorns? 
Yea,  a  crown,  in  very  surety, 
But  of  thorns." 

4  If  I  find  him,  if  I  follow, 

What  his  guerdon  here? 
"  Many  a  sorrow,  many  a  labor, 
Many  a  tear." 

5  If  I  still  hold  closely  to  him, 

What  hath  he  at  "last? 
"Sorrow'  vanquished,  labor  ended, 
Jordan  passed." 

6  If  I  ask  him  to  receive  me, 

Will  he  say  me  nay? 
"  Not  till  earth  and  not  till  heaven 
Pass  away." 

7  Finding,  following,  keeping,  struggling, 

Is  he  sure  to  bless? 
"Saints,  apostles,  prophets,  martyrs, 
Answer,  Yes." 

John  Mason  Neale. 
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i.      To-Day. 


1  To-day  the  Saviour  calls; 

Ye  wanderers,  come ; 
Oh,  ye  benighted  souls, 
Why  longer  roam? 

2  To-day  the  Saviour  calls; 

Oh,  listen  now  ; 
Within  these  sacred  walls 
To  J  esus  bow. 

3  To-day  the  Saviour  calls; 

For  refuge  fly  ; 
The  storm  of  vengeance  falls, 

And  death  is  nigh. 

4  The  Spirit  calls  to-day  ; 

Yield  to  his  power  ; 

Oh,  grieve  him  not  away, 
T  is  mercy's  hour. 

SAMUEL  FBAJrCXB  Smmii,  Alt. 
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JEWETT.      6s.      Double.  C.  M.  von  Weber. 
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225     6s.     Double.     Jewett. 

1  One  sweetly  solemn  thought 

Gomes  to  me  o'er  and  o'er; 
I  'm  nearer  home  to-day, 

Than  I  have  been  before ; 
Nearer  my  Father's  house, 

Where  many  mansions  be, 
Nearer  the  great  white  throne, 

Nearer  the  crystal  sea. 

2  Nearer  the  bound  of  life, 

Where  burdens  are  laid  down, 
Nearer  to  leave  the  cross, 

And  nearer  to  the  crown ; 
But  lying  dark  between, 

And  winding  through  the  night, 
The  deep  and  unknown  stream 

Crossed  ere  we  reach  the  light. 

3  Jesus,  confirm  my  trust ; 

Strengthen  the  hand  of  faith 
To  feel  thee,  when  I  stand 

Upon  the  shore  of  death. 
Be  near  me  when  my  feet 

Are  slipping  o'er  the  brink, 
For  I  am  nearer  home, 

Perhaps,  than  now  I  think. 

Phebe  Cary,  Alt. 


226     I  Sear  Thy.  Welcome  Voice. 

1  I  hear  thy  welcome  voice 

That  calls  me,  Lord,  to  thee; 
For  cleansing  in  thy  precious  blood 
That  flowed  on  Calvary. 

Cho. — I  am  coming,  Lord ; 

Coming  now  to  thee ; 
Wash  me,  cleanse  me,  in  the  blood 
That  flowed  on  Calvary. 

2  Though  coming  weak  and  vile, 
Thou  dost  my  strength  assure  ; 

Thou  dost  my  vileness  fully  cleanse, 
Till  spotless  all,  and  pure. — Cho. 

3  'T  is  Jesus  calls  me  on 
To  perfect  faith  and  love, 

To  perfect  hope,  and  peace,  and  trust, 
For  earth  and  heaven  above. — Cho. 

4  And  he  the  witness  gives 
To  loyal  hearts  and  free, 

That  every  promise  is  fulfilled, 
If  faith  but  brings  the  plea. — Cho. 

5  All  hail,  atoning  blood  ; 
All  hail,  redeeming  grace ; 

All  hail,  the  gift  of  Christ,  our  Lord, 
Our  strength  and  righteously 

—Cho. 
L.  Hartsough. 


227      Gs.      All  to  Christ  I  owe. 

1    I  hear  the  Saviour  Bay, 

Thy  strength  indeed  is  email; 
Child  of  weakness,  watch  and  pray, 

Find  in  me  thine  all  in  all. 


Cho. — Jesus  paid  it  all, 

All  to  him  I  owe  ; 
Sin  had  left  a  crimson  stain  ; 
He  washed  it  white  as  snow. 

2  Lord,  now  indeed  I  find, 

Thy  power,  and  thine  alone, 
Can  change  the  leper's  spots, 

And  melt  the  heart  of  stone. — Cho. 

3  For  nothing  good  have  I, 

Whereby  thy  grace  to  claim : 
I  '11  wash  my  garment  white 
In  the  blood  of  Calvary's  Lamb. 

—Cho. 

4  And  when  before  the  throne 

I  stand  in  him  complete, 
I  '11  lay  my  trophies  down, 
All  down  at  Jesus'  feet. — Cho. 

El vi>a  M.  Hall. 


228 


Double.     Jewett. 


1  Thy  way,  not  mine,  O  Lord, 

However  dark  it  be ; 
Lead  me  by  thine  own  hand  ; 

Choose  out  the  path  for  me. 
Smooth  let  it  be,  or  rough 

It  will  be  still  the  best ; 
Winding  or  straight,  it  leads 

Right  onward  to  thy  rest. 

2  I  dare  not  choose  my  lot ; 

I  would  not  if  I  might ; 
Choose  thou  for  me  my  God, 

So  shall  I  walk  aright. 
Take  thou  my  cup,  and  it 

With  joy  or  sorrow  fill, 
As  best  to  thee  may  seem  ; 

Choose  thou  my  good  and  ill. 

3  Choose  thou  for  me  my  friends, 

My  sickness  or  my  health  ; 
Choose  thou  my  cares  for  me, 

My  poverty  and  wealth. 
Not  mine,  not  mine  the  choice, 

In  things  or  great  or  6mall ; 
Be  thou  my  Guide,  my  Strength, 

My  Wisdom,  and  my  All. 

HORATIUS   BONAR. 
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228    8s,  "*•   Double.  Shining  Shore.    231    8s,  7s.     What  a  Friend. 


1  My  days  are  eliding  swiftly  by, 

And  1,  a  pilgrim  stranger, 
Would  not  detain  them  as  they  fly, 
Those  hours  of  toil  and  danger. 

Cho. — For    oh,  we    stand    on    Jordan's 
strand, 
Our  friends  are  passing  over  ; 
And  just  before,  the  shining  shore 
We  may  almost  discover. 

2  We  '11  gird  our  loins,  my  brethren  dear, 

Our  heavenly  home  discerning ; 
Our  absent  Lord  has  left  us  word, 
Let  every  lamp  be  burning. — Cho. 

3  Should  coming  days  be  cold  and  dark, 

We  need  not  cease  our  singing ; 

That  perfect  rest  nought  can  molest, 

Where  golden  harps  are  ringing. 

— Cho. 

4  Let  sorrow's  rudest  tempest  blow, 

Each  cord  on  earth  to  sever ; 
Our  King  says,  come,  and  there's  our 
home, 
For  ever,  oh,  for  ever. — Cho. 

David  Nelsox. 


2  3  O      Whiter  than  Snow. 

1  Lord  Jesus,  I  long  to  be  perfectly  whole ; 
I  want  thee  for  ever  to  live  in  my  soul ; 
Break  down  every  idol,  cast  out  every 

foe:  [than  snow ; 

Now  wash  me,  and  I  shall  be  whiter 

Cho. — Whiter  than  snow,  yes  whiter  than 
snow; 
Now   wash    me,   and   I  shall    be 
whiter  than  snow. 

2  Lord  Jesus,  let  nothing  unholy  remain, 
Apply  thine  own  blood  and  purge  out 

every  stain,  [forego, 

For  this  blessed  cleansing  I  all  things 
Now  wash  me,  and  I  shall  be  whiter 

than  snow. — Cho. 

3  Lord  Jesus,  look  down  from  thy  throne 

in  the  skies,  [rice ; 

And  help  me  to  make  a  complete  sacri- 
I  give  up  myself,  and  whatever  I  know  ; 
Now  wash  me  and  I  shall   be  whiter 

than  snow. — Cho. 

4  Lord  Jesus,  for  this  I  most  humblv  en- 

treat ;  [feet ; 

I  wait,  blessed  Lord,  at  thy  crucified 
By  faith,  for  my  cleansing,  I  see  thy 

blood  flow ; 
Now  wash  me,  and  I  shall  be  whiter 

than  snow. — Cho. 

J.  Nicholson. 


1  What  a  Friend  we  have  in  .Jesus, 

All  our  sins  and  grieft  to  bear; 
What  8  privilege  to  carry 

Everything  to  God  in  prayer. 

Oh,  what  peace  we  often  forfeit, 

Oh,  what  needless  pain  we  bear, 
All  because  we  do  not  carry 
Everything  to  God  in  prayer. 

2  Have  we  trials  and  temptations? 

Is  there  trouble  anywhere? 
We  should  never  be  discouraged  ; 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 
Can  we  find  a  friend  so  faithful 

Who  will  all  our  sorrows  share? 
Jesus  knows  our  every  weakness: 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 

3  Are  we  weak  and  heavy  laden, 

Cumbered  with  a  load  of  care? 
Precious  Saviour,  still  our  refuge : 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 
Do  thy  friends  despise,  forsake  thee  ? 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer; 
In  his  arms  he  '11  take  and  shield  thee, 

Thou  wilt  find  a  solace  there. 

H.  Bonab. 

232      Whiter  than  Snow. 

1  Oh,  bliss  of  the  purified,  bliss  of  the 

free ;  [me ; 

I  plunge  in  the  crimson  tide  open'd  for 
O'er  sin   and   uncleanness  exulting  I 

stand,  [his  hand. 

And  point  to  the  print  of  the  nails  in 

Cho. — Mighty  to  save, 

Yes,  mighty  to  save ; 

Oh,  sing  of  his  mighty  love, 

Mighty  to  save. 

2  Oh,  bliss  of  the  purified,  Jesus  is  mine ; 
No   longer   in   dread   condemnation  I 

pine;  [grace, 

In  conscious  salvation  I  sing  of  his 
Who  lifteth  upon  me  the  smiles  of  his 

face. — Cho. 

3  Oh,  bliss  of  the  purified,  bliss  of  the 

pure;  [cannot  en  re; 

No  wound  hath  the  soul  that  his  blood 
No  sorrow  bowed  head  but  may  sweetly 

find  rest; 
No  tears  but  may  dry  them  on  Jesus' 

breast. — Cho. 

4  O  Jesus,  the  crucified,  thee  will  I  sing. 
My  blessed   Redeemer,  my  God    and 

my  King;  [shout  o'er  the  grave 
My  soul,  lilled  with  rapture,  shall 
And  triumph  in  death   in  the  Mighty 

to  save. —  Cho. 

F.  Bottom  e,  Alt. 
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233     ReM  for  the  Weary. 

1  In  the  Christian's  home  in  glory, 

There  remains  a  land  of  rest  ; 
There  my  Saviour's  gone  before  me, 
To  fulfill  my  bouI's  request 

Cho. — There  is  rest  for  the  weary, 

There  is  rest  for  the  weary, 
There  is  rest  for  the  weary, 

There  is  rest  for  you  ; 
On  the  other  side  of  Jordan, 

In  the  sweet  fields  of  Eden, 
Where  the  tree  of  life  is  blooming, 

There  is  rest  for  you. 

2  He  is  fitting  up  my  mansion, 

Which  eternally  shall  stand, 
For  my  stay  shall  not  be  transient, 
In  that  holy,  happy  land. — Cho. 

3  Pain  and  sickness  ne'er  shall  enter  ; 

Grief  nor  woe  my  lot  shall  share ; 
But  in  that  celestial  centre 

I  a  crown  of  life  shall  wear. — Cho. 

4  And  the  grave  shall  then  be  conquered, 

And  the  sting  of  death  be  lost ; 
And  our  bark,  all  safely  anchored, 
Never  more  be  tempest-tossed. — Cho. 
Samuel  Youxg  Harmer. 


6s,  4s.     Heaven  is  my  Home. 
Oak,  p.  86. 

1  I'm  but  a  stranger  here, 

Heaven  is  my  home  ; 
Earth  is  a  desert  drear, 

Heaven  is  my  home ; 
Danger  and  sorrow  stand 
Round  me  on  every  hand ; 
Heaven  is  my  fatherland, 

Heaven  is  my  home. 

2  What  though  the  tempest  rage, 

Heaven  is  my  home 
Short  is  my  pilgrimage, 

Heaven  is  my  home  ; 
Time's  wild  and  wintry  blast 
Soon  shall  be  overpast ; 
I  shall  reach  home  at  last ; 

Heaven  is  my  home. 

3  There,  at  my  Saviours  side — 

Heaven  is  my  home — 
I  shall  be  glorified, 

Heaven  is  my  home  ; 
There  are  the  good  and  blest, 
Those  I  love  most  and  best, 
And  there  I,  too,  shall  rest, 

Heaven  is  my  home. 


4  Therefore  I  murmur  not, 
1  [eaves  is  my  home; 
Whatever  my  earthly  lot, 
I  haven  ia  my  home  ; 

And  I  shall  surely  stand, 
There,  at  my  Lord's  right  hand; 
Heaven  is  my  fat  herland. 
Heaven  is  my  home. 

Tuomas  Kawson  Taylor. 


235     8s,  7s,   8s,  7s,  6s,  6s,  6s,  7s. 
Berg. 

1  A  mighty  fortress  is  our  God, 
A  bulwark  never  failing; 
Our  Helper  he  amid  the  flood 
Of  mortal  ills  prevailing; 
For  still  our  ancient  foe 
Doth  seek  to  work  us  woe ; 
His  craft  and  power  are  great 
And  armed  with  cruel  hate; 
On  earth  is  not  his  equal. 


Did  we  in  our  own  strength  confide, 

Our  striving  would  be  losing — 
Were  not  the  right  Man  on  our  side, 
The  Man  of  God's  own  choosing : 
Dost  ask  who  that  may  be? 
Christ  Jesus,  it  is  he ; 
Lord  Sabbaoth,  his  name, 
From  age  to  age  the  same ; 
And  he  must  win  the  battle. 


And  tho'  this  world,  with  devils  filled, 

Should  threaten  to  undo  us, 
We  will  not  fear,  for  God  hath  willed 
His  truth  to  triumph  through  us: 
The  prince  of  darkness  grim — 
We  tremble  not  for  him ; 
His  rage  we  can  endnre ; 
For  lo,  his  doom  is  sure ; 
One  little  word  shall  fell  him. 


That  word  above  all  earthly  powers — 

No  thanks  to  them — abide! li ; 
The  Spirit  and  the  gifts  are  ours, 
Through  him  who  with  us  sideth  : 
Let  goods  and  kindred  go, 
This  mortal  life  also; 
The  body  they  may  kill, 
God's  truth  abideth  still ; 
His  kingdom  is  forever. 

Luther,  tr.  by  F.  H.  Hedge. 
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233     5s,  4s.     Light  after  Darkness. 

2  Light  after  darkness, 

Gain  after  loss, 
Strength  after  weakness, 

Crown  after  cross; 
Sweet  after  bitter, 

Hope  after  fears, 
Home  after  wandering, 

Praise  after  tears. 

2  Sheaves  after  sowing, 

Sun  after  rain, 
Sight  after  mystery, 

Peace  after  pain ; 
Joy  after  sorrow, 

Calm  after  blast, 
Rest  after  weariness, 

Sweet  rest  at  last. 

3  Near  after  distant, 

Gleam  after  gloom, 
Love  after  loneliness, 

Life  after  tomb ; 
After  long  agony, 

Rapture  of  bliss, 
Right  was  the  pathway, 

Leading  to  this. 

Frances  R.  Havergal. 


237     Us.     Siveet  Home. 

1  Mid  scenes  of  confusion  and  creature 
complaints,  [with  saints ; 

How  sweet  to  my  soul  is  communion 
To  find  at  the  banquet  of  mercy  there's 
room,  [at  home. 

And  feel,   in    the  presence  of   Jesus, 

Cho. — Home,  home,  sweet,  sweet  home, 
And   feel,   in    the   presence   of 
Jesus,  at  home. 

I  2  While  here  in  the  valley  of  conflict  I 

stay,  t      [as  my  day ; 

Oh,  give  me  submission,  and  strength 

In  all  my  afflictions  to  thee  would  I 

come, 
Rejoicing    in    hope    of    my  glorious 
home. — Cho. 

3  Whate'er  thou  deniest,  oh,  give  me  thy 

grace,  [of  thy  face ; 

The  Spirit's  sure  witness,  and  smiles 

Endue  me  with  patience  to  wait  at  thy 

throne, 
And  find  even  now,  a  sweet  foretaste 
of  home. — Cho. 

David  Denham. 


23  8      8s,   7s.      Double.     Avttru 
p.  64,  or  OreenvilUj  p.  66 

1  Saviour,  like  a  Bhepherd  lead  us, 

Much  we  need  thy  tender  care; 
In  thy  pleasant  pastures  feed  us, 

Foi  our  use  thy  folds  prepare. 
Bless&i  Jesus,  blessed  Jesus, 

Thou  hast  bought  us,  thine  we  are. 


We  are  thine,  do  thou  befriend  us. 
Be  the  guardian  of  our  way ; 

Keep  thy  flock,  from  sin  defend  us, 
Seek  us  when  we  go  astray ; 

Blessed  Jesus,  blessed  Jetus, 

Hear  the  children  when  they  pray. 


Thou  hast  promised  to  receive  us, 
Poor  and  sinful  though  we  be; 

Thou  hast  mercy  to  relieve  us, 

Grace  to  cleanse  and  power  to  free. 

Blessed  Jesus,  blessed  Jesus, 
Let  us  early  turn  to  thee. 


4  Early  let  us  seek  thy  favor 

Early  let  us  do  thy  will ; 
Holy  Lord,  our  only  Saviour, 

With  thy  grace  our  bosoms  fill. 
Blessed  Jesus,  blessed  Jesus, 

Thou  hast  loved  us,  love  us  still. 

D.  A.  Thrupp. 


233     7s.     Nuremburg,  p.  52. 

1  Bread  of  heaven,  on  thee  we  feed, 
For  thy  flesh  is  meat  indeed ; 
Ever  let  our  souls  be  fed 
With  this  true  and  living  bread. 


2  Vine  of  heaven,  thy  blood  supplies 
This  blest  cup  of  sacrifice ; 
Lord,  thy  wounds  our  healing  give, 
To  thy  cross  we  look  and  live. 


Day  by  day,  with  strength  supplied 

Through  the  life  of  him  who  died, 
Lord  of  life,  oh,  let  us  be 
Rooted,  grafted,  built  in  thee. 

JOSIAH    CoNDER,  Alt. 
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240  Tell  the  Story. 

1  I  love  to  tell  the  story 

Of  unseen  things  above, 

<  >f  Jesus  and  his  glory, 

Of  Jesus  and  his  love. 
I  love  to  tell  the  story 

Because  1  know  't  is  true; 
It  satisfies  my  longings 

As  nothing  else  can  do. 

Cho. — I  love  to  tell  the  story, 

'T  will  be  my  theme  in  glory, 
To  tell  the  old,  old  story, 
Of  Jesus  and  his  love. 

2  I  love  to  tell  the  story ; 

More  wonderful  it  seems, 
Than  all  the  golden  fancies 

Of  all  our  golden  dreams. 
I  love  to  tell  the  story, 

It  did  so  much  for  me, 
And  that  is  just  the  reason 

I  tell  it  now  to  thee. — Cho. 

3  I  love  to  tell  the  story ; 

'T  is  pleasant  to  repeat 
What  seems,  each  time  I  tell  it. 

More  wonderfully  sweet. 
I  love  to  tell  the  story ; 

For  some  have  never  heard 
The  message  of  salvation, 

From  God's  own  holy  word. — Cho. 

4  I  love  to  tell  the  story ; 

For  those  who  know  it  best' 
Seem  hungering  and  thirsting 

To  hear  it  like  the  rest. 
And  when,  in  scenes  of  glory, 

I  sing  the  new,  new  song, 
'T  will  be  the  old,  old  story 

That  I  have  loved  so  long. — Cho. 
Catherine  Han  key. 

241  Tell  the  Story. 

1  Tell  me  the  old,  old  story, 

Of  unseen  things  above ; 
Of  Jesus  and  his  glory, 

Of  Jesus  and  his  love. 
Tell  me  the  story  simply, 

As  to  a  little  child ; 
For  I  am  weak  and  weary, 

And  helpless  and  denied. 

Cho. — Tell  me  the  old,  old  story, 
Tell  me  the  old,  old  story ; 
Tell  me  the  old,  old  story, 
Of  Jesus  and  his  love. 

2  Tell  me  the  story  slowly, 

That  I  may  take  it  in — 
That  wonderful  redemption, 
God's  remedy  for  sin ; 


Tell  me  the  story  often, 

For  1  forget  bo  soon  ; 
The  early  dew  of  morning 

Has  passed  away  .-it  noon,-   Cho. 

3  Tell  me  the  story  softly, 

With  earnest  tones  and  ^rave  ; 
Remember,  1  'in  the  sinner 

Whom  Jesus  came  to  save. 
Tell  me  that  storv  always, 

If  you  would  really  be, 
In  any  time  of  trouble, 

A  comforter  to  me. — Cho. 

4  Tell  me  the  same  old  story, 

When  you  have  cause  to  fear 
That  this  world's  empty  glory, 

Is  costing  me  too  dear. 
Yes,  and  when  that  world's  glory 

Is  dawning  on  my  soul, 
Tell  me  the  old,  old  story : 

"  Christ  Jesus  makes  thee  whole." 

—Cho. 
Catherine  Hankey. 

242     7s,  6s.     Tell  the  Story. 

1  I  need  thee,  precious  Jesus, 

For  I  am  full  of  sin ; 
My  soul  is  dark  and  guilty, 

My  heart  is  dead  within : 
I  need  the  cleansing  fountain 

Where  I  can  always  llee, 
The  blood  of  Christ  most  precious, 

The  sinner's  perfect  plea. 

2  I  need  thee,  blesse'd  Jesus, 

For  I  am  very  poor ; 
A  stranger  and  a  pilgrim, 

I  have  no  earthly  store : 
I  need  the  love  of  Jesus 

To  cheer  me  on  my  way, 
To  guide  my  doubting  footsteps, 

To  be  my  strength  and  stay. 

3  I  need  thee,  blessed  Jesus ; 

I  need  a  friend  like  thee, 
A  friend  to  soothe  and  pity, 

A  friend  to  care  for  me : 
I  need  the  heart  of  Jesus 

To  feel  each  anxious  care, 
To  tell  my  every  trouble, 

And  all  my  sorrows  share. 

4  I  need  thee,  blessed  Jesus, 

And  hope  to  see  thee  soon, 
Encircled  with  the  rainbow, 
And  seated  on  thy  throne. 
There,  with  thy  blood-bought  children, 

My  joy  shall  ever  be 
To  sing  thy  praise,  Lord  Jjesus, 
To  gaze,  my  Lord,  on  thee. 
(Repeat  the  last  four  lines  for   Chorus  or 
omit  the  Ckonts.) 
Frederick  Whitfield,  Alt. 
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Samuel  Arnold. 


REGENT  SQUARE.      8s,  7s,  8s,  7s  &  4s.         H.  Smart. 
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WONDROUS  LOVE. 


By  permission  Wm.  G.  Fischer. 
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243     Us,  8s.     Wcereham. 

1  Be  joyful  in  God,  all  ye  lands  of  the 

earth;  [fear; 

Oh,   serve   him  with   gladness   and 

Exult  in  his  presence  with  music  and 

mirth, 
With  love  and  devotion  draw  near. 

2  Jehovah  is  God,  and  Jehovah  alone, 

Creator  and  ruler  o'er  all ; 
And  we  are  his  people,  his  scepter  we 
own ; 
His  sheep,  and  we  follow  his  call 

3  Oh,  enter  his  gates  with  thanksgiving 

and  song, 
Your  vows  in  his  temple  proclaim  ; 
His  praise  with  melodious  accordance 

prolong, 
And  bless  his  adorable  name. 

4  For  good   is  the   Lord,  inexpressibly 

good, 
And  we  are  the  work  of  his  hand ; 
His   mercy  and   truth   from    eternity 
stood, 
t     And  shall  to  eternity  stand. 

James  Montgomery. 


244     8s,  7s.     Regent  Square. 

1  Praise,  my  soul,  the  King  of  heaven, 

*To  his  feet  thy  tribute  bring; 
Ransomed,  healed,  restored,  forgiven, 
Evermore  his  praises  sing ; 
Alleluia !  alleluia! 
Praise  the  everlasting  King. 

2  Praise  him  for  his  grace  and  favor 

To  our  fathers  in  distress ; 
Praise  him  still  the  same  as  ever, 

Slow  to  chide  and  swift  to  bless ; 
Alleluia !  alleluia ! 
Glorious  in  his  faithfulness. 

3  Father-like,  he  tends  and  spares  us, 

Well  our  feeble  frame  he  knows ; 
In  his  hands  he  gently  bears  us, 

Rescues  us  from  all  our  foes; 
Alleluia!  alleluia  ! 
Widely  yet  his  mercy  flows. 

4  Angels  in  the  height,  adore  him ; 

Ye  behold  him  face  to  face ; 
Saints,  triumphant  bow  before  him, 
Gathered  in  from  every  race ; 
Alleluia !  alleluia ! 
Praise  with  us  the  God  of  grace. 

H.  F,  Lyte. 


245        Ss,  Vs.         Wilmnt,    p.    52. 

Regent  Sq\ 

1  Hark,  what  mean  those  holy  voire-, 

Sweetly  sounding  through  the  skies'.' 

Lo,  the  angelic  host  rejoi 
Heavenly  hallelujahs  rise. 

2  Listen  to  the  wondrous  story. 

Which  they  chant  in  hymns  of  joy, 
"  Glory  in  the  highest,  glory  ; 
Glory  be  to  God  most  high. 

3  "  Peace  on  earth,  good  will  from  heaven, 

Reaching  far  as  man  is  found; 
Souls  redeemed,  and  sins  forgiven  ; 
Loud  our  golden  harps  shall  sound. 

4  "Christ  is  born,  the  great  Anointed  ; 

Heaven  and  earth  his  glory  Bing; 
Glad,  receive  whom  God  appointed 
For  your  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King. 

5  "  Haste,  ye  mortals,  to  adore  him, 

Learn  his  name,  and  taste  his  joy, 
Till  in  heaven  ye  sing  before  him, 
Glory  be  to  God  most  high." 

6  Let  us  learn  the  wondrous  story 

Of  our  great  Redeemer's  birth, 
Spread  the  brightness  of  his  glory, 
Till  it  cover  all  the  earth. 

John  Cawood. 


246       Wondrous   Love. 
Fountain. 


Cleansing 


1  God  loved  the  world  of  sinners  lost 

And  ruined  by  the  fall ; 
Salvation  full  at  highest  cost, 
He  offers  free  to  all. 

Cho. — Oh,  ?t  was   love,  't  was  wondrous 
love, 
The  love  of  God  to  me ; 
It  brought  my  Saviour  from  above, 
To  die  on  Calvary. 

2  E'en  now  by  faith  I  claim  him  mine, 

The  risen  Son  of  God  ; 
Redemption  by  his  death  I  find, 
And  cleansing  through  his  blood. 

—Cho. 

3  Love  brings  the  glorious  fulness  in, 

And  to  his  saints  makes  known 
The  blessed  rest  from  inbred  sin, 
Through  faith  in  Christ  alone. — Cho. 

4  Believing  souls,  rejoicing  go  ; 

There  shall  to  you  be  given, 
A  glorious  foretaste,  here  below, 
Of  endless  life  in  heaven. — Cho. 

5  Of  victory  now  o'er  Satan's  power, 

Let  all  the  ransomed  sing, 
And  triumph  in  the  dying  hour, 

Through  Christ  the  Lord,  our  King. 
—Cho. 
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Mrs.  Lydia  Baxter. 

, 

W.  H.  Doane. 

1.  Take  the  name  of  Je  ■ 

m 
sus 

with 

you, 

Child  of 

sor  -  row  and  of 

1  ■&■'-'  " 

woe — 

B 

i 

E3 

1 

^i 1 — 

— i* g»     ■<* S»— ' 

1  P  '       " 

It    will  joy   and  com-fort  bring    you,    Take   it     then  where'er  you  go. 
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Precious  name, 


oh  how  sweet —  Hope  of  earth  and  Joy  of  heav'n. 


.     1 1 1 "    »    ^ 

Precious  name,  oh  how  sweet,  how  sweet, 


2.  Take  the  name  of  Jesus  ever, 

As  a  shield  from  every  snare; 
If  temptations  'round  you  gather, 
Breathe  that  holy  name  in  prayer. 
Chorus. — Precious  name,  etc. 

3.  Oh !  the  precious  name  of  Jesus, 

How  it  thrills  our  soul  with  joy, 
When  his  loving  arms  receive  us. 
And  his  songs  our  tongue  employ. 
Chorus. — Precious  name,  etc. 

4.  At  the  name  of  Jesus  bowing, 

Falling  prostrate  at  his  feet, 
King  of  kings  in  heav'n  we'll  crown  him, 
When  our  journey  is  complete. 
Chorus. — Precious  name,  etc. 


[Copyright,  1871,  by  Biglow  &  Main,  used  by  permission.] 
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248  RESCUE  THE   PERISHING. 

Fannie  J.  CROSBY.  W.  II.   I><».\nk. 


1.  Res-cue  the  per-ish-ing,    Care  lor  the  <ly  -  ing,  Snatch  them  in  pi  -  ty  firom 

_# , ?    c    c    ..  c — *    c    e — g    ..  « — (f— l?    * 


sin    and    the  grave;     Weep  o'er  the    err -ing  one,      Lift  up  the  fall  -  en, 
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ClIORUS. 
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Tell  them   of     Je  -   sus,  the  migh  -  tv      to     save.     Res -cue  the  per-ish-ing, 


2.  Though  they  are  slighting  him, 
Still  he  is  waiting, 

Waiting  the  penitent  child  to  receive ; 
Plead  with  them  earnestly, 
Plead  with  them  gently, 

He  will  forgive  if  they  only  believe. 
Chorus. — Rescue  the  perishing,  etc. 

3.  Down  in  the  human  heart, 
Crushed  by  the  tempter, 

Feelings  lie  buried,  that  grace  can  restore; 
Touch 'd  by  a  loving  heart, 
Wakened  by  kindness, 

Chords  that  were  broken  will  vibrate  once  more. 
Chorus. — Rescue  the  perishing,  etc. 

4.  Rescue  the  perishing, 
Duty  demands  it ; 

Strength  for  thy  labor  the  Lord  will  provide; 
Back  to  the  narrow  way 
Patiently  win  them  ; 

Tell  the  poor  wand'rer,'  a  Saviour  has  died. 
Chorus. — Rescue  the  perishing,  etc. 


[Copyright,  1S70,  in  Songs  of  Devotion,  by  W.  H.  Doane,  used  by  permission  Biglow  A  Main.] 
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248         SAFE  IN  THE  ARMS  OF  JESUS. 
Fannie  J.  Crosby.  W.  H.  Doane. 
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There     by     his  love   o'er  -  shad  -   ed, 
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Sweet-ly    my  soul  shall  rest. 
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2.  Safe  in  the  arms  of  Jesus, 

Safe  from  corroding  care, 
Safe  from  the  world's  temptations, 

Sin  cannot  harm  me  there. 
Free  from  the  blight  of  sorrow, 

Free  from  my  doubts  and  fears; 
Only  a  few  more  trials, 

Only  a  few  more  tears. 

Chorus. — Safe  in  the  arms.  etc. 

3.  Jesus,  my  heart's  dear  refuge, 

Jesus  has  died  for  me; 
Firm  on  the  Rock  of  Ages, 

Ever  my  trust  shall  be. 
Here  let  me  wait  with  patience, 

Wait  till  the  night  is  o'er; 
Wait  till  I  see  the  morning 

Break  *on  the  golden  shore. 

Chorus. — Safe  in  the  arms,  etc. 

[Copyright,  1870,  in  Songs  of  Devotion,  by  W.  H.  Doane,  used  by  permission  Biglow  &  Main.) 
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THE   LORD   WILL   PROVIDE. 

Philip  I'lm.i.ir-.     By  per. 


1.  In  some  way      or    oth  -  er       the  Lord  will     pro-vide:       It  may     not       be 
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2.  At  some  time  or  other  the  Lord  will  provide; 

It  may  not  be  my  time, 
It  may  not  be  thy'  time ; 
And  yet,  in  his  own  time  ; 
"The  Lord  will  provide."— Cho. 

3.  Despond  then  no  longer;   the  Lord  will  provide; 

And  this  be  the  token — 

No  word  he  hath  spoken 

Was  ever  yet  broken : 

"The  Lord  will  provide."— Cho. 

4.  March  on  then  right  boldly ;   the  sea  shall  divide ; 

The  pathway  made  glorious, 
With  shoutings  victorious, 
We'll  join  in  the  chorus, 
"  The  Lord  will  provide." — Cho. 


[Copyright  by  Philip  Phillips,  by  permission.] 
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Florence  C.  Armstrong,  1864. 
Moderate. 


English. 
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1.  Oh,       to  be    o  -  ver  yon  -  der! 

2.  Oh,      to  be    o  -  ver  von  -  der  ! 


In    that  land  of  won  -  der,  Where  the 
My  yearning  heart  grows  fonder  Of 
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look-  ing 
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to     the  east,  to      See  the  bless- ed    day-star  bring 
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light    and  sun  -  shine       In       the    pre  -  sence     of      the 
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3.  Oh,  to  be  over  yonder! 
Alas!    I  sigh  and  wonder 

Why  clings  my  poor,  weak,  sinful  heart  to  any  earthly  thing ; 

Each  tie  of  earth  must  sever, 

And  pass  away  for  ever; 
But  there's  no  more  separation  in  the  presence  of  the  King. 

4.  Oh,  when  shall  I  be  dwelling 
Where  angel  voices,  swelling 

In  triumphant  hallelujahs,  make  the  vaulted  heavens  ring? 

Where  the  pearly  gates  are  gleaming, 

And  the  morning  star  is  beaming? 
Oh,  when  shall  I  be  yonder  in  the  presence  of  the  King  ? 

5.  Oh,  when  shall  I  be  yonder? 
The  longing  groweth  stronger 

To  join  in  all  the  praises  the  redeemed  ones  do  sing 

Within  those  heavenly  places, 

Where  the  angels  vail  their  faces, 
In  awe  and  adoration  in  the  presence  of  the  King, 
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IN  THE  PRESENCE  OF  THE  KING.    Concluded. 

Oh,  I  shall  soon  be  yonder, 

And  lonely  as  I  wander,  [wing, 

Yearning  for  the  welcome  summer — longing  for  the  bird's  fleet 

The  midnight  may  be  dreary,     - 

And  the  heart  be  worn  and  weary, 
But  there's  no  more  shadow  yonder,  in  the  presence  of  the  King. 


252  EVEN   ME.      8s,  7s  &  6s. 

Elizabeth  Codner.  Wir.  B.  Bradbury.    By  per. 


1.  Lord,    I   hear    of  show'rs  of  bless-ing     Thou  art  scattering  full  and   free- 

2.  Pass    me  not,     O     gra-cious  Fa  -  ther !     Sin  -  ful  tho'   my  heart  may    be ; 


Show'rs  the  thirst- y     land    re- fresh- ing ;     Let  some  droppings  fall  on   me. — 
Thou  might'st  leave  me,  but  the  rath  -  er       Let  thy  mer-ey     fall  on  me. — 
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Let     thy  bless  -  ing    fall      on    me. 
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3.  Pass  me  not,  O  tender  Saviour! 
Let  me  love  and  cling  to  thee; 
I  am  longing  for  thy  favor; 

Whilst  thou'rt  calling,  oh,  call  me. — Even  me,  etc. 

.     4.  Pass  me  not,  O  mighty  Spirit! 

Thou  canst  make  the  blind  to  see ; 
Witnesser  of  Jesus'  merit, 

Speak  the  word  of  power  to  me. — Even  me,  etc. 

5.  Love  .of  God,  so  pure  and  changeless ; 

Blood  of  Christ,  so  rich  and  free ; 
Grace  of  God,  so  strong  and  boundless ; — 
Magnify  them  all  in  me. — Even  me,  etc. 

6.  Pass  me  not!   thy  lost  one  bringing, 

Bind  my  heart,  O  Lord,  to  thee ; 
While  the  streams  of  life  are  springing, 

Blessing  others,  oh,  bless  me. — Even  me,  etc 

[Copyrighted,  1862,  in  Golden  Shoicer,  by  Wm.  B.  Bradbury,  used  by  permission  Biglov  d  Main.] 
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253        NOT  HALF   HAS   EVER   BEEN  TOLD. 

J.  B.  Atchinson.  O.  F.  Presbrey.    By  per. 


1.  I  have  read  of  abeau-ti-  ful   cit  -    y,        Far  a- way    in    the  king-dom    of 

2.  I  have  read  of  bright  mansions  in  heaven,  Which  the  Saviour  has  gone  to    pre- 
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God; 
pare: 


P 


I    have  read    how   its  walls  are      of    jas   -    per, 
And  the  saints  who    on   earth  have  been  faith     ful. 


How   its 
Rest    for 


#^ 


^=? 


streets  are  all  gold-  en     and      broad, 
ev    -    er  with  Christ  ov-er       there  ; 


In  the  midst    of  the  street  is   life's 
There  no  sin      ev  -  er     en  -  ters,  nor 


m 


m 


^s 


riv  -   er,  Clear  as   crys  -  tal     and   pure     to      be  -    hold ; 

sor  -  row,  The  in  -  hab  -    i    -  tants   nev  -  er    grow     old ; 


But  not 
But  not 
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half     of  that  cit  -  y's  bright  glo  -  ry      To  mor- tals  has     ev  -  er    been     told, 
half     of  the  joys  that     a -wait  them  To  mor-  tals  has     ev-er   been     told. 


Chorus 


been  told 


been  told ; 


j$egea4  the  Chorus  p. 


half   of   that    cit  -  y's  bright  glo  -  ry      To   mortals  has    ev  -   er  been     told. 

-r  r  -r    r  r.ir:  ?-..-r.^ 


3.  I  have  read  of  white  robes  for  the  righteous, 
Of  bright  crowns  which  the  glorified  wear, 
When  our  Father  shall  bid  them  "  Come,  enter 

And  my  glory  eternally  share ; " 
How  the  righteous  are  evermore  blessed 

As  they  walk  through  the  streets  of  pure  gold; 
But  not  half  of  the  wonderful  story 
To  mortals  has  ever  been  told. 
Chorus. — Not  half  has  ever,  etc. 


4.  I  have  read  of  a  Christ  so  forgiving, 

That  vile  sinners  may  ask  and  receive 
Peace  and  pardon  from  every  transgression, 

If  when  asking  they  only  believe. 
I  have  read  how  he'll  guide  and  protect  us, 

If  for  safety  we  enter  his  fold  ; 
But  not  half  of  his  goodness  and  mercy 
To  mortals  has  ever  been  told. 
Chorus. — Not  half  has  ever,  etc. 
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254         YIELD  NOT  TO  TEMPTATION. 

H.  E.  Palmer.  H.  R.  Palmer.    By  per. 


I 


jgjrr-i-^r 


1.  Yield  not  to  temp-  ta  -   tion,     For  yield-ing  is        sin,        Each  vic-t'ry  will 

2.  Shun    e  -  vil  corn-pan  -  ions,    Bad  lan-guage  dis  -  dain,    God's  name  hold  in 


5^ 


^^ 


m 


m 


P 


tF 


i 


*=*=* 


*£5± 


3E^ 


help      you     Some     oth  -  er      to        win ;       Fight    man-ful  -  ly      on  -  ward, 
rev  -  'rence,  Nor    take    it     in       vain;         Be    thoughtful  and  earn  -  est, 


I 


b     J        >^>   f^     f^>  ■     } 


m 


i^fel 


A I- 


b    i  •  i  *-* 


1         N 


^3E 
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Dark  passions  sub  -  due, 
Kind  hearted  and   true, 


Look  ev-  er  to   Je  -  sus,     He'll  ear-ry  you  through. 
Look  ev-  er  to   Je  -  sus,    He'll  car-ry  you  through. 

4- 


I 


Chorus. 


f-rtf-ji 


f    f    *    r 


Ask      the   Sa-  viour  to   help    you,       Com  -  fort,  strengthen,  and  keep  you 


£ 


3EE* 


P^^= 


^P 


P 


c  :  c 


i 


^^ 


3*]    I    m  '  m- 


He 


S 


is      will  -  ing     to     aid     you,       He      will    car  -  ry    you  through. 


-J—2- 


&& 


ep^ 


3.  To  him  that  o'ercometh 
God  giveth  a  crown, 
Through  faith  we  shall  conquer, 

Though  often  cast  down; 
He  who  is  our  Saviour, 

Our  strength  will  renew, 
Look  ever  to  Jesus, 

He'll  carry  you  through. 

Chorus. — Ask  the  Saviour,  etc. 
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255 


Wm.  Hunter,  1842. 
P 


THE  GREAT  PHYSICIAN. 

Arr.  by  J.   H.  STOCKTON. 


**=r 


1.  The  great  Phy-si  -  ciannow     is    near,    The  sym-pa-thiz- ing  Je  -  bus; 

2.  Your  ma  -    ny    sins  are     all       for-given,    Oh,  hear  the  voice  of     Je  -  BUS; 

3.  All     gh>   -   ry     to  the     dy  -  ing Lamb]     1     now    he-lieve   in     Je  -  sus; 

4.  The  child  -  ren  too,  hoth  great  and  small,  Who  love  the  name  of  Je  -  sus; 


^=r 


He  speaks  the  droop- ing  heart    to  cheer,    Oh,  hear  the  voice  of     Je  -    sus 

Go     on    your  way      in   peace    to  heaven,  And  wear  a  crown  with  Je  -  sus 

I     love    the  bless  -  ed    Sa  -  viour's  name,  I    love  the  name  of    Je  -    sus 

May  now     ac  -  cept    the  gra  -  cious  call       To  work  and  live  for    Je  -    sus 


mm 


r  u  i    u^ 


Chorus. 


ppy 


n  J>   J 


W 


m. 


"  Sweetest  note     in     ser  -  aph  song, 
g       I 


WE 


Sweet-est  name   on    mor  -  tal  tongue 

*  *    £  *■ 


mm 


F 


5.  Come,  brethren,  help  me  sing  his  praise, 

Oh,  praise  the  name  of  Jesus ; 
Come,  sisters,  all  your  voices  raise, 
Oh,  bless  the  name  of  Jesus. 

Chorus. — "  Sweetest  note  in,"  etc. 

6.  His  name  dispels  my  guilt  and  fear, 

No  other  name  but  Jesus ; 
Oh,  how  my  soul  delights  to  hear 
The  precious  name  of  Jesus. 

Chorus. — "  Sweetest  note  in,"  etc. 

7.  And  when  to  that  bright  world  above, 

We  rise  to  see  our  Jesus, 
We'll  sing  around  the  throne  of  love 
His  name,  the  name  of  Jesus. 

Chorus. — "  Sweetest  note  in."  etc. 
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256       JESUS  OF  NAZARETH   PASSETH   BY. 


Emma  Campbell. 


Theo.  E.  Perkes-s.    By  per. 


1.  "\\  hat  means  this  eag  -  er,  anxious  throng,  "\\  hich  moves  with  busy  haste  a-long— 

2.  "Who    is       this    Jes  -  us  I  why  should  he    The  cit  -  y  move  so  might  -  i  -  ly  ? 

3.  Je  -    sus !     'tis     he    who  once    be  -  low  Man's  pathway  trod,  'mid  pain  and  woe ; 

/7\ 


-£— m m      »  —  "         ■  * w- — X 

These  wondrous  gatherings  day  by  day  ?  "What  means  this  strange  commotion  pray  ? 

A    pass  -  ing  strang-er,  has      he    skill     To  move  the  mul  -  ti  -  tude  at  will  ? 

And  burdened  ones,  where'er  he  came,  Brought  out  their  sick,  and  deaf,  and  lame, 


In  ac  -  cents  hush'd  the  throng  re-ply :  "  Je  -  sus  of  Naz-  a-  reth  pass-eth  by. 
A-  gain  the  stirr  -  ing  notes  re  -  ply :  "  Je  -  sus  of  Naz-  a-  reth  pass-eth  by. 
The  blind  re- joiced    to    hear  the    cry :"  Je  -  sus  of  Naz-  a-  reth  pass-eth  by. 


M-      M.  M.        -*-  -*-      -«-  N 
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blind  re-joiced  to 
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ie  throng  reply : 
notes  re  -  ply : 
hear  the  cry : 
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"  Je-  sus  of  Naz  -  a  -  reth 
"  Je-  sus  of  Naz  -  a  -  reth 
"  Je-  sus  of  Naz  -  a  -  reth 

|    %  'W    %      %      *      %    J 

■'  '  r  '" 

pass-eth  by." 
pass-eth  by." 
pass-eth  by." 

iC  I  r  I,, 

^      * 
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1 J^— 1 
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4.  Again  he  comes!     From  place  to  place 
His  holy  footprints  we  can  trace. 

He  pauses  at  our  threshold — nay, 
He  enters — condescends  to  stay. 
Shall  we  not  gladly  raise  the  cry — 
"  Jesus  of  Nazareth  passeth  by  I 

5.  Ho!   all  ye  heavy-laden  come! 

Here's  pardon,  comfort,  rest  and  home  ; 
Ye  wanderers  from  a  Father's  face, 
Return,  accept  his  proffered  grace. 
Ye  tempted  ones,  there's  refuge  nigh, 
"  Jesus  of  Nazareth  passeth  by." 
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JESUS  OF  NAZARETH    PASSETH   BY.    Concluded. 

6.  But  if  you  still  this  call  refuse, 
And  all  his  wondrous  love  abuse, 
Soon  will  he  sadly  from  you  turn, 
Your  bitter  prayer  for  pardon  spurn. 
"  Too  late !   too  late  I"   will  be  the  cry— 
"  Jesus  of  Nazareth  has  passed  by." 


257 

Geo.  F.  Root. 

Earnestly. 


COME  TO  THE  SAVIOUR. 


Geo.  F.  Root.    By  per. 
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-m ■M — m— 


P^ 


*—*^t 


1.  Come  to  the  Saviour,  make  no  delay ;  Here  in  his  word  he's  shown  us  the  way  ; 

2.  "  Suf-fer  the  children  !  "  Oh,  hear  his  voice,  Let  ev'ry  heart  leap  forth  and  rejoice, 

J-JUL 


*T  L:L:  ,TTT*i.'  rft  rif  [tfi 


Here     in    our  midst  he's  stand-ing    to  -  day,  ■  Ten  -  der  -  ly  say-ing,  "  Come ! 
And    let     us  free  -  ly  make  him  our  choice ;  Do    not    de-  lay,    but  come. 


S 


sa 


far-  L    p      L 


Chorus. 
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afct? 
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Joy  -  ful,  joy-ful  will  the  meeting  be,  When  from  sin  our  hearts  are  pure  and  free  ; 


@g 
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And  we  shall  gath-er, 

_    ,       m       m  •    m              m    . 

]-* mis; ■  — y- 

Sa  -  viour,  with  thee,  In  our 
m       m  •    m     rs>          j       J>- 

3     3       J    :§==:: 
e  -  ter  -  nal  home. 

*       C 

M     C — B — i     III     l— 

i 

3.  Think  once  again,  he's  with  us  to-day; 
Heed  now  his  blest  commands,  and  obey ; 
Hear  now  his  accents  tenderly  say, 
"  Will  you,  my  children,  come  ?" 
Chorus. — Joyful,  joyful,  etc. 


[Used  by  permission  of  The  John  Church  Co.,  owners  of  the  Copyright.] 


126 


THE  PEOPLE'S  HYMN  BOOK 


258     OH,  THINK  OF  THE   HOME  OVER  THERE. 
D.  W.  C.  Huntington  Tullius  C.  O'Kane.    By  per. 

-*t r-i hi te-i h fcr-H M       K     Ki     1 N fc-4- 


1.  Oh,  think  of  the  home  over  there,  By  the  side  of  the  riv-  er    of  light, 

2.  Oh,  think  of  the  friends  over  there,  Who  before  us  the  journey  have  trod, 


ver  there. 
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sf—r- 
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apt 


^=X 


r<i  *±=^ 
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Where  the  saints,  all  immortal  and  fair,  Are  rob'd  in  their  garments  of  white,over  there. 
Of  the  songs  that  they  breathe  on  the  air,  In  their  home  in  the  palace  of  God,  over  there. 
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Refrain. 
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o  -  ver  there,     Oh,  think  of  the  home  over  there,  over  there 
o  -  ver  there,     Oh,think  of  the  friends  over  there,over  there 


O  -  ver  there, 
O  -  ver  there, 
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o  -  ver  there, 


o  -  ver  there, 


over  there, 
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Over  there,  over  there,  over  there,  over  there,  Oh,  think  of  the  home  over  there. 
Over  there,  over  there,  over  there,  over  there,  Oh,  think  of  the  friends  over  there. 


±JU- 


JiJJ 


=^=e 


.s* 
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I       U     g  I 


o  -  ver  there, 


3.  My  Saviour  is  now  over  there, 

There  my  kindred  and  friends  are  at  rest; 
Then  away  from  my  sorrow  and  care, 
Let  me  fly  to  the  land  of  the  blest. 

Over  there,  over  there, 
My  Saviour  is  now  over  there. 

4.  I'll  soon  be  at  home  over  there, 

For  the  end  of  my  journey  I  see ; 

Many  dear  to  my  heart,  over  there, 

Are  watching  and  waiting  for  me. 

Over  there,  over  there, 
I'll  soon  be  at  home  over  there. 
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259        THAT  WILL  BE   HEAVEN    FOR   ME. 

James  McGbaxahan.    By  per. 

> K 


1.  I      know      not 

2.  I      know      not 

3.  I      know      not 


the 
the 
the 


hour  when 
song  that 
form        of 


my 
the 
my 


Lord    will       come        To 
an  -    lt«'1s       sing,  I 


man  -  sion 


fair, 


take  me  a  -  way  to.  his  own  dear  home;  But  I  know  that  his  presence  will 
know  not  the  sound  of  the  harps' glad  ring;  But  I  know  there'll  be  mention  of 
know  not  the  name  that    I    then  shall  bear ;  But  I  know  that  my  Saviour  will 


light  -  en  the  gloom,  And  that  will  be  gjo  -  ry  for  me. 
Je  -  sus  our  King,  And  that  will  be  mu  -  sic  for  me. 
wel  -  come     me     there,  And  that     will      be      heav  -  en        for      me. 


And  that  will  be  glo-  ry  for  me, 
And  that  will  be  mu-sic  for  me, 
And  that  will  be  heaven  for    me, 


I  ^1 

Oh,  that  will  be  glory  for  me. 
Oh,  that  will  be  music  for  me. 
Oh,  that  will  be  heaven  for  me. 


+  ^  +  *  U 
Yes,  that  will  be  glory,  Oh,  that  will  be  glory  for  me. 
Y^es,  that  will  be  music,  Oh,  that  will  be  music  for  me. 
Y^es,  that  will  be  heaven,  Oh,  that  will  be  heaven  for  me. 


But  I  know  that  his  presence  will  lighten  the  gloom,  And  that  will  be  glory  for  me. 
But  I  know  there'll  be  mention  of  Jesus  our  King,  And  that  will  be  music  for  me. 
But  I  know  that  my  Saviour  will  welcome  me  there,And  that  will  be  heaven  for  me. 


U"      i*      >      U*      L*      U      U    b» 
[Used  by  permission  of  The  John  Church  Co.,  owuers  of  the  Copyright.] 
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P.  P.  Bliss. 


'THE  PEOPLE'S  HYMN   BOOK. 
MY   PRAYER. 


P.  P.  Bliss.    By  per. 


1.  More        ho  -   li  -   ness    give       me, 

2.  More       grat  -  i  -    tude    give       me, 


More     striv-ings   with    -    in; 
More     trust    in       the        Lord; 


More        pa  -  tience     in       suff  -  'ring,      More      sor  -  row 
More     pride      in        his       glo    -    ry,        More     hope     in 


for 
his 


sin; 
word: 


More     faith      in        my        Sa  -   viour,     More      sense      of        his       care; 
More     tears     for       his       sor   -   rows,     More     pain      at        his       grief; 


I 


± 


f= 


More       joy        in 
More      meek  -  ness 


his       ser  -    vice,      More       pur  -  pose      in    prayer, 
in        tri     -    al,         More    praise     for        re    -    lief. 


More  purity  give  me, 

More  strength  to  o'ercome ; 
More  freedom  from  earth-stains, 

More  longings  for  home; 
More  fit  for  the  kingdom, 

More  used  would  I  be; 
More  blessed  and  holy, 

More,  Saviour,  like  thee. 


[Used  by  permission  of  The  John  Church  Co.,  owners  of  the  Copyright.] 
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261      SHALL   WE   MEET   BEYOND   THE   RIVER? 


Horack  L.  Hastings,  1858 


Yaauv  S.  I i. i «  i:,   1  866.     By  per. 


1.  Shall  we  meet    be-yond  the  riv  -  er,        Where  the  snr  -  gel  cease  to    roll? 

2.  Shall  we  meet    in    that  blest har-bor,      When  our  stonn-y  voyage  is  o'er? 


"Where,  in    all      the  bright  for-ev  -  er,  Sor  -  row  ne'er  shall  press  the  soul  ? 

Shall  we  meet  and   cast    the  an  -  chor        By     the  fair,    ce  -  les  -  tial  shore? 
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Chorus. 
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3.  Shall  we  meet  in  yonder  city, 

Where  the  towers  of  crystal  shine  ? 
Where  the  walls  are  all  of  jasper, 
Built  by  workmanship  divine  ? 
Chorus. — Shall  we  meet,  etc. 

4.  Shall  we  meet  with  Christ,  our  Saviour, 

When  he  comes  to  claim  his  own? 
Shall  we  know  his  blessed  favor, 
And  sit  down  upon  his  throne? 
Chorus. — Shall  we  meet,  etc. 


[Copyright  by  Elihu  S.  Rice,  1866,  by  permission.] 
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WHY   DO  YOU   WAIT? 

Geo.  F.  Root.    By  per. 
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1.  Why  do    you  wait,  dear  broth  -  er, 

2.  What  do    you  hope,  dear  broth  -  er, 


Oh,  why  do  you  tar- ry    so       long? 
To  gain  by    a    fur-ther  de   -   lay  ? 
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Your  Saviour  is  wait-ing  to  give    you  A  place  in  his  sanc-ti  -  fied  throng. 

There's  no  one  to  save  you  but  Je  -  sus,      There's  no  other  way  but  his  way. 
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Chorus. 
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Why       not  ? 

why 

not? 
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Why       not?        why       not?  Why    not    come    to      him      now? 


35E^£ 


ff 


3.  Do  you  not  feel,  dear  brother, 

His  Spirit  now  striving  within? 
Oh,  why  not  accept  his  salvation, 
And  throw  off  thy  burden  of  sin  ? 
Chorus. — Why  not?  etc. 

4.  Why  do  you  wait,  dear  brother, 

The  harvest  is  passing  away, 
Your  Saviour  is  longing  to  bless  you, 
There's  danger  and  death  in  delay. 
Chorus. — Why  not?  etc. 


[Used  by  permission  of  The  John  Church  Co.,  owners  of  the  Copyright.] 
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Joseph  H.  Gilmore,  1v' II. 


Wm.  B.  Bradbury.    By  per. 


1.  He  Leadeth  pie!  oh!  blessed  thought,  Oh!  words  with  heavenly  comfort  fraught; 

2.  Sometimee  'mid  scenes  of  deepest  gloom,  Sometimes  where  Eden'a  bow-en  bloom, 


y— *— * 


Whatever    I     do,  where'er     I     be,        Still  'tis  God's  hand  that  lead-eth  me. 
By    wa-ters  still,  o'er  troubled  sea, —  Still 'tis     his  hand  that  lead-eth  me. 


-% *z 


Refrain,     i 


He  lead-eth    me!   he  lead-eth  me!    By  his  own   hand  he     lead-eth    me 


His  faith-ful     fol-lower  I     would  be,   For  by    his    hand  he     lead-  eth   me. 


3.  Lord,  I  would  clasp  thy  hand  in  mine, 
Nor  ever  murmur  nor  repine — 
Content,  whatever  lot  I  see, 

Since  'tis  my  God  that  leadeth  me. 
Refrain. — He  leadeth  me!  etc. 

4.  And  when  my  task  on  earth  is  done, 
When,  by  thy  grace,  the  victory's  won, 
E'en  death's  cold  wave  I  will  not  flee, 
Since  God  through  Jordan  leadeth  me. 

Refrain. — He  leadeth  me!  etc. 


[Copyrighted,  1864,  by  Wm.  B.  Bradbury,  used  by  permission  Biglow  A  Main.] 
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264  SWEET  BY-AND-BY. 

S.  Fillmore  Bennett.  Jqseph  P.  Webster.    By  per. 


►  >J 


Y  - 


1.  There's  a  land  that  is   fair  -  er  than  day, 

2.  We  shall  sing  on  that  beau-ti  -  ful   shore. 


And  by  faith  we  can  see    it     a  - 
The  mel  -  o  •  di  -  ous  songs  of  the 
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Chorus. 
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pare   us    a  dwelling  place  there. )  T      ,,  , 

Sigh  for  the  blessing    of     rest,    j ln  tne  sweet 
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In  the  sweet 


by-and-by, 
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We  shall  meet  on  that  beau-ti  -  ful  shore. 


In  the  sweet 


^ 


:*=£: 


by-and- 
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by-and-by, 


;  r  g  cr 


by-and-by,  by-and- 


To  our  bountiful  Father  above, 
We  will  offer  our  tribute  of  praise, 

For  the  glorious  gift  of  his  love, 

And  the  blessings  that  hallow  our  days. 
Chorus. — In  the  sweet,  etc. 


[Used  by  permission  of  O.  Ditson  &  Co.,  owners  of  the  Copyright.] 
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265        SHALL  WE   GATHER   AT  THE   RIVER? 

ROBEBT    LOWBT.      I'.y   jn  r. 

-I , n 1 1 * fc— * «n ^ 


1.  shall    we    gath-er   at    the    riv    -    er,   Where  bright  angel-feet  have  trod, 

2.  On         the     mar --in  of     the     riv     -     er,     Wash-ing     Qp   its  sil-wr    -pray, 

3.  On       the     bo-somof    the    riv    -    er.   Where  the  Saviour-King  ■? 
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We     will   walk  and  worship 
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Flowing   by      the  throne  of   God? 

All  the  hap-  py  gold  -  en      day. 

Neath  the  glo  -  ry     of      the  throne. 
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4.  Ere  we  reach  the  shining  river 

Lay  we  every  burden  down ; 
Grace  our  spirits  will  deliver, 
And  provide  a  robe  and  crown. 

Chorus. — Yes,  we'll  gather,  etc. 

5.  At  the  smiling  of  the  river, 

Rippling  with  the  Saviour's  face, 
Saints  whom  death  will  never  sever 
Lift  their  songs  of  saving  grace. 

Chorus. — Yes,  we'll  gather,  etc. 

6.  Soon  we'll  reach  the  shining  river, 

Soon  our  pilgrimage  shall  cease, 
Soon  our  happy  hearts  will  qiiiver 
With  the  melody  of  peace. 

Chorus. — Yes,  we'll  gather,  etc. 


By  permission. 
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266     OH,  WHAT  ARE  YOU   GOING  TO  DO? 

Fannie  J.  Crosby,  1867.  Philip  Phillips.    By  per. 


1.  Oh,  what  are  you  go  -  ing  to  do,  brother?  Say,  what   are  you 

2.  Oh,  what  are  you  go  -  ing  to  do,  brother?  The  morn -ing  'of 

3.  Oh,  what  are  you  go  -  ing  to  do,  brother?  Your  sun     at     its 

4.  Oh,  what  are  you  go  -  ing  to  do,  brother?  The    twi  -  light  ap- 


ft* 


j^ML^ 


go- ing    to         do?  You  have  thought  of  some  useful   la  -    bor,       But 

youth      is  past;  The        vig  -  or  and  strength  of  man -hood,     My 

noon        is  high;  It       shines  in   me-  rid  -  ian  splen  -  dor,      And 

proach  -  es  now; —  Al    -    read-y  your  locks  are    sil  -  vered,  And 
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what     is    the    end        in  view? 

broth  -  er,  are  yours      at  last: 

rides  through  a  cloud-  less  sky  : 

win  -  ter    is       on     your  brow : 


You  are  fresh  from  the  home  of    your 
You  are   ris  -  ing  in        world    -  ly 
You  are  hold  -  ing    a        high  po- 

Your       tal  -  ents,  your  time,       your 
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boy    -    hood, 
pros    -  pects, 
si     -     tion, 
rich    -     es, 


And  just      in    the     bloom   of 

And  pros-pered  in      world  -  ly 

Of  hon  -  or,  and    trust,  and 

To  Je  -  sus,  your  Mas  -  ter, 


youth !  Have  you 

things; —  A 

fame; —  Are    you 

give ;  Then 
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tast-ed  the    sparkling  wa   -   ter 
(hi  -  ty     to     those  less    fa  -  vored, 
will -ing  to      give  the    glo   -    ry 
ask    if  the  world  a  -  round  you 
I 


Chorus 


That  flows  from  the  fount  of    truth  ? 

The  smile  of  your  for-  tunc  brings. 

And  praise  to  your  Sa-  viour's  name  ? 

Is     bet  -  ter  be-cause  you      live. 


*^r 


1.  Is    your  heart       in      the         Sa    -  viour's  keep  -  ing? 

2.  do,  prove     that   your  heart  is       grate  -  ful — 

3.  The  re   -    gions  that        sit  in       dark  -  ness 

4.  You  are  near   -    ing     the  brink  of        Jor  -  dan, 


Re- 
The 
Are 
But 


[Copyright,  Philip  Phillips,  by  permission.] 
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nit'in  -  her,    lie  died     for 

Lord    has     a  work    for 

stretch- ing  their  hands  to 

still  there  is  work    for 
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you: 
you  ! 
you ! 
you! 
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Then  what    are    ymi  go  -   fug  to 

Then  what  arc  jron  go  -  ing  to 

Then  what   arc   you  go  -  ing  to 

Then  what    are   you  go  -  ing  to 

Is 
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do, 
do, 
do, 
do, 


broth -er?        Say,  what     are 
broth -er?        Say,  what     are 


broth 


Sav,  what     are 
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you 
you 
you 


go  -  ing  to 

go  -  ing  to 

go  -  ing  to 

go  -  ing  to 


do? 
do? 
do? 
do? 


267  7s  &  6s.   Double.  Eiving,  p.  78. 

1.  O  Jesus,  I  have  promised, 

To  serve  thee  to  the  end ; 
Be  thou  for  ever  near  me, 

My  Master  and  my  Friend. 
I  shall  not  fear  the  battle 

If  thou  art  by  my  side, 
Nor  wander  from  thy  pathway 

If  thou  wilt  be  my  guide. 

2.  Oh !  let  me  feel  thee  near  me — 

The  world  is  ever  near ; 
I  see  the  sights  that  dazzle, 

The  tempting  sounds  I  hear. 
My  foes  are  ever  near  me, 

Around  me  and  within : 
But,  Jesus,  draw  thou  nearer, 

And  shield  my  soul  from  sin. 

3.  Oh  !  let  me  hear  thee  speaking, 

In  accents  clear  and  still, 
Above  the  storms  of  passion, 
The  murmurs  of  self  will ; 


Oh  !  speak  to  reassure  me, 

To  hasten  or  control ; 
Oh  !  speak ;  and  make  me  listen, 

Thou  Guardian  of  my  soul ! 

Oh !  let  me  see  thy  features, 

The  look  that  once  could  make 
So  many  a  true  disciple 

Leave  all  things  for  thy  sake ; 
The  look  that  beamed  on  Peter 

When  lie  thy  name  denied; 
The  look  that  draws  thy  lovers 

Close  to  thy  pierced  side. 

O  Jesus,  thou  hast  promised, 

To  all  who  follow  thee, 
That  where  thou  art  in  glory, 

There  shall  thy  servant  be; 
And,  Jesus,  I  have  promised 

To  serve  thee  to  the  end ; 
Oh,  give  me  grace  to  follow 

My  Master  and  my  Friend. 
J.  l 
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268  10s,  lis.     Lyons,  p.  92. 

1  Ye  servants  of  God,  your  Master  proclaim, 
Ami  publish  abroad  "his  wonderful  name; 
The  name  all-victorious  of  Jesus  extol; 
His  kingdom  is  glorious,  and  rules  over  all. 

2  ( rod  ruleth  on  high,  almighty  to  save; 
Yet  still  he  is  nigh,  his  presence  we  have  ; 
The  great  congregation  his  triumph  shall  sing, 
Ascribing  salvation  to  Jesus  our  King. 

3  "  Salvation  to  God  who  sits  on  the  throne," 
Let  all  cry  aloud  and  honor  the  Son ; 
Immanuel's  praises  the  angels  proclaim, 

Fall  down  on  their  faces,  and  worship  the  Lamb 

4  Then  let  us  adore,  and  give  him  his  right, 
All  glory  and  power,  and  wisdom  and  might ; 
All  honor  and  blessing,  with  angels  above, 
And  thanks  never  ceasing,  and  infinite  love. 

Charles  Wesley. 

269  10s,  11.     Lyons,  p.  92. 

1  Begone  unbelief !  my  Saviour  is  near, 
4    And  for  my  relief  will  surely  appear ; 

By  prayer  let  me  wrestle,  and  he  will  perform ; 
With  Christ  in  the  vessel,  I  smile  at  the  storm. 

2  Though  dark  be  my  way,  since  he  is  my  Guide, 
'T  is  mine  to  obey,  't  is  his  to  provide ; 
Though  cisterns  be  broken,  and  creatures  all  fail, 
The  word  he  has  spoken  shall  surely  prevail. 

3  Why  should  I  complain  of  want  or  distress, 
Temptation  or  pain  ?  he  told  me  no  less ; 
The  heirs  of  salvation,  I  know  from  his  word, 
Through  much  tribulation  must  follow  their  Lord. 

4  Since  all  that  I  meet  shall  work  for  my  good, 
The  bitter  is  sweet,  the  medicine,  food; 

Though  painful  at  present,  't  will  cease  before  long, 
And  then,  oh,  how  pleasant  the  conqueror's  song. 

John  Newton. 

270  10s,  lis.     Lyons,  p.  92. 

1  Though  troubles  assail,  and  dangers  affright, 
Though  friends  should  all  fail,  and  foes  all  unite, 
Yet  one  thing  secures  us,  whatever  betide, 

The  promise  assures  us — "  The  Lord  will  provide." 

2  The  birds,  without  barn  or  storehouse  are  fed ; 
From  them  let  us  learn  to  trust  for  our  bread : 
His  saints  what  is  fitting  shall  ne'er  be  denied 

So  long  as  't  is  written,  "The  Lord  will  provide." 

3  When  Satan  appears  to  stop  up  our  path, 
And  fill  us  with  fears,  we  triumph  by  faith. 

He  cannot  take  from  us,  though  oft  he  has  tried, 
This  heart  cheering  promise  "The  Lord  will  provide." 

4  No  strength  of  our  own,  or  goodness,  we  claim; 
Yet,  since  we  have  known  the  Saviour's  great  name, 
In  this  our  strong  tower  for  safety  we  hide: 

The  Lord  is  our  power,  ''The  Lord  will  provide." 

John   Nkwto*. 
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271  78.     Nuremburg,  p.  52. 

1  Praise  to  God,  immortal  p raise, 
For  the  love  that  crowns  our  days; 
Bounteous  Source  of  every  joy, 
Let  thy  praise  our  tongues  employ. 

2  For  the  blessings  of  the  field, 
For. the  stores  the  gardens  yield, 
For  the  joys  which  harvest  bring, 
Grateful  praises  now  we  sing. 

3  All  that  spring  with  bounteous  hand 
Scatters  o'er  the  smiling  land ; 

All  that  liberal  autumn  pours 
From  her  rich  o'erflowing  stores; 

4  Lord,  for  these  our  souls  shall  raise 
Grateful  vows  and  solemn  praise, 
And  when  every  blessing  's  flown, 
Love  thee  for  thyself  alone. 

Anna  L.  Barbauld. 

272  C.  M. 

1  Prayer  is  the  soul's  sincere  desire, 

Uttered  or  unexpressed ; 
The  motion  of  a  hidden  fire 
That  trembles  in  the  breast. 

2  Prayer  is  the  burden  of  a  sigh, 

The  falling  of  a  tear, 
The  upward  glancing  of  an  eye 
When  none  but  God  is  near. 

3  Prayer  is  the  simplest  form  of  speech 

That  infant  lips  can  try ; 
Prayer  the  sublimest  strains  that  reach 
The  Majesty  on  high. 

4  Prayer  is  the  Christian's  vital  breath, 

The  Christian's  native  air, 
His  watchword  at  the  gates  of  death ; 
He  enters  heaven  with  prayer. 

James  Montgomery. 

273  L.  M.      Psalm  69.      Wind- 

ham, p.  16. 

1  Deep  in  our  hearts  let  us  record, 
The  deeper  sorrows  of  our  Lord ; 
Behold,  the  rising  billows  roll 
To  overwhelm  his  holy  soul. 

2  Yet,  gracious  God,  thy  power  and  love 
Have  made  the  curse  a  blessing  prove  ; 
The  dreadful  sufferings  of  thy  Son 
Atoned  for  sins  which  we  had  done. 

3  The  pangs  of  our  expiring  Lord, 
The  honors  of  thy  law  restored ; 
His  sorrows  made  thy  justice  known, 
And  paid  for  follies  not  his  own. 

4  Oh,  for  his  sake  our  guilt  forgive, 
And  let  the  mourning  sinner  live ; 
The  Lord  will  hear  us  in  his  name, 
Nor  shall  our  hope  be  turned  to  shame. 

Isaac  Watts. 


274  L.  M.     Bretby,  p.  6. 

1  In  (  hrist  I  've  all  my  soul's  dealt ; 
11  is  Spirit  docs  my  heart  inspire 
With  DOIindleaB  Wishes  large  and  high: 
And  (hrist  will  all  my  wants  supply. 

2  Christ   is   inv  Hope,  mv  Strength  and 

Guide, 
For  me  he  bled,  and  groaned  and  died : 
He  is  my  Sun,  to  give  me  light, 
He  is  my  soul's  supreme  delight. 

3  Christ  is  the  source  of  all  my  bliss, 
My  Wisdom  and  myKighteousncss — 
My  Saviour  Brother,  and  my  Friend ; 
On  him  alone  I  now  depend. 

4  Christ  is  my  Strength  and  portion  too, 
My  soul  in  him  can  all  things  do ; 
Thro'  him  I'll  triumph  o'er  the  grave, 
And  death,  and  ev'ry  foe  outbrave. 

John  Dobells,  Coll. 

275  7&     Pleyel's  Hymn,  p.  54. 

1  Gracious  Spirit,  Love  divine, 
Let  thy  light  within  me  shine; 
All  my  guilty  fears  remove, 
Fill  me  with  thy  heavenly  love. 

2  Speak  thy  pard'ning  grace  to  me; 
Set  the  burden'd  sinner  free ; 
Lead  me  to  the  Lamb  of  God, 
Wash  me  in  his  precious  blood. 

3  Life  and  peace  to  me  impart, 
Seal  salvation  on  my  heart ; 
Breathe  thyself  into  my  breast, 
Earnest  of  immortal  rest. 

4  Let  me  never  from  thee  stray, 
Keep  me  in  the  narrow  way; 
Fill  my  soul  with  joy  divine, 
Keep  me,  Lord,  for  ever  thine. 

John  Stocker. 

276  ^s.     PleyePs  Hymn. 

1  Holy  Bible,  book  divine, 
Precious  treasure,  thou  art  mine; 
Mine,  to  tell  me  whence  I  came ; 
Mine  to  teach  me  what  I  am. 

2  Mine,  to  chide  me  when  I  rove  ; 
Mine,  to  show  a  Saviour's  love; 
Mine  art  thou  to  guide  my  feet ; 
Mine  to  judge,  condemn,  acquit. 

3  Mine  to  comfort  in  distress, 
If  the  Holy  Spirit  bless; 
Mine,  to  show  by  living  faith 
Man  can  triumph  over  death. 

4  Mine  to  tell  of  joys  to  come, 
And  the  rebel  sinner's  doom; 
Oh,  thou  holy  book  divine, 
Precious  treasure,  thou  art  mine. 

John  Burton,  Sr. 
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277  L.  M. 

1  u  Go  preach  my  gospel,"  saith  the  Lord ; 

Bid  the  whole  earth  my  grace  receive ; 

He  shall  be  saved  that  trusts  my  word  ; 

And  he  condemned  that  wont  believe. 

2  "I   '11   make  your  great    commission 

known. 
And  ye  shall  prove  my  gospel  true, 
By  all  the  works  that  I  have  done, 
By  all  the  wonders  ye  shall  do. 

3  "Teach  all  the  nations  my  commands; 

I  'm  with  you  till  the  world  shall  end ; 
All  power  is  trusted  in  my  hands; 
I  can  destroy,  and  I  defend." 

4  He  spake,  and  light  shone  round  his 

head ;  [rode ; 

On   a  bright   cloud  to   heaven    he 
They  to  the  farthest  nations  spread 
The  grace  of  their  ascended  God. 
Isaac  Watts,  Alt. 

278  7a     Psalm  150. 

1  Praise  the  Lord,  his  glories  show, 
Saints  within  his  courts  below, 
Angels  round  his  throne  above, 
All  that  see  and  share  his  love. 

2  Earth  to  heaven,  and  heaven  to  earth, 
Tell  his  wonders,  sing  his  worth ; 
Age  to  age,  and  shore  to  shore, 
Praise  him,  praise  him,  evermore. 

3  Praise  the  Lord,  his  mercies  trace; 
Praise  his  providence  and  grace, 
All  that  he  for  man  hath  done, 
All  he  sends  us  through  his  Son. 

4  Strings  and  voices,  hands  and  hearts, 
In  the  concert  bear  your  parts. 

All  that  breathe,  your  Lord  adore, 
Praise  him,  praise  him,  evermore. 

Henry  Francis  Lyte. 

273    S.M. 

1  Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord, 

Ye  people  of  his  choice ; 
Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord  your  God, 
With  heart,  and  soul,  and  voice. 

2  Oh,  for  a  living  flame, 

From  his  own  altar  brought, 
To  touch  our  lips,  our  minds  inspire, 
And  wing  to  heaven  our  thought. 

3  God  is  our  strength  and  song, 

And  his  salvation  ours; 
Then  be  his  love  in  Christ  proclaimed, 
With  all  our  ransomed  powers. 

4  Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord, 

The  Lord  you  God  adore: 
Stand  up,  and  bless  his  glorious  name. 
Henceforth  for  evermore. 

James  Montgomery. 


280  SM 

1  Now  is  th'  accepted  time, 

Now  is  the  day  of  grace ; 
O  sinners,  come  without  delay, 
And  seek  the  Saviour's  face. 

2  Now  is  th'  accepted  time, 

The  Saviour  calls  to-day  ; 
To-morrow  it  may  be  too  late ; 
Then  why  should  you  delay  ? 

3  Now  is  the  accepted  time, 

The  Gospel  bids  you  come ; 

And  every  promise  in  his  word 

Declares  there  yet  is  room. 

4  Lord,  draw  reluctant  souls, 

And  melt  them  by  thy  love; 
Then  will  the  angels  speed  their  way 
To  bear  the  news  above. 

John  Dobell. 

281  S.  M. 

1  The  Spirit  in  our  hearts 

Is  whispering,  "  Sinner,  come !" 
The  bride,  the  church  of  Christ,  pro- 
claims 
To  all  his  children,  "  Come !" 

2  Let  him  that  heareth  say 

To  all  about  him,  u  Come  !" 
Let  him  that  thirsts  for  righteousness, 
To  Christ,  the  Fountain,  come. 

3  Yea,  whosoever  will, 

Oh,  let  him  freely  come, 
And  freely  drink  the  stream  of  life ; 
'T  is  Jesus  bids  him  come. 

4  Lo,  Jesus,  who  invites, 

Declares,  "  I  quickly  come ;" 
Lord,  even  so  ;  we  wait  thine  hour ; 
O  blest  Redeemer,  come. 

H.  U.  Underdone. 

282  CM. 

1  Thou  art  the  AY  ay ;  to  thee  alone 

From  sin  and  death  we  flee ; 
And  he  who  would  the  Father  seek, 
Must  seek  him,  Lord,  by  thee. 

2  Thou  art  the  Truth ;  thy  word  alone 

True  wisdom  can  impart ; 
Thou  only  canst  inform  the  mind 
And  purify  the  heart. 

3  Thou  art  the  Life ;  the  rending  tomb 

Proclaims  thy  conquering  arm, 
And  those  who  put  their  trust  in  thee 
Nor  death  nor  hell  shall  harm. 

4  Thou  art  the  Way,  the  Truth,  the  Life ; 

Grant  us  that  Way  to  know, 
That  Troth  to  keep,  that  Life  to  win, 
Whose  joys  eternal  flow. 

George  W.  Doane, 
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28  3     CLM.     Mannah,  p.  26. 

1  Witness,  ye  men  and  angels,  now, 

Before  the  Lord  we  speak; 
To  him  we  make  our  solemn  vow, 

A  vow  we  dare  not  break  : — 

2  That  long  aa  life  itself  shall  last 

Ourselves  to  Christ  we  yield ; 
Nor  from  his  cause  will  we  depart, 
Or  ever  quit  the  field. 

3  We  trust  not  in  our  native  strength, 

But  on  his  grace  rely, 
That  with  returning  wants,  the  Lord 
Will  all  our  need  supply. 

4  Oh,  guide  our  doubtful  feet  aright, 

And  keep  us  in  thy  ways ; 
And,  while  we  turn  our  vows  to  prayers, 
Turn  thou  our  prayers  to  praise. 

Benjamin  Beddome. 

284  7s.    Double.    Benevento,  p.  58. 

1  While  with  ceaseless  course  the  sun 

Hasted  through  the  former  year, 
Many  souls  their  race  have  run, 

Nevermore  to  meet  us  here: 
Fixed  in  an  eternal  state, 

They  have  done  with  all  below; 
WTe  a  little  longer  wait, 

But  how  little  none  can  know. 

2  Thanks  for  mercies  past  receive  ; 

Pardon  of  our  sins  renew  ; 
Teach  us  henceforth  how  to  live 

With  eternity  in  view: 
Bless  thy  word  to  young  and  old.; 

Fill  us  with  a  Saviour's  love ; 
And  when  life's  short  tale  is  told, 

May  we  dwell  with  thee  above. 

John  Newton. 

285  L.  M.     Hebron,  p.  6. 

1  God,  in  the  gospel  of  his  Son, 
Makes  his  eternal  counsels  known, 
Where  love  in  all  its  glory  shines, 
And  truth  is  drawn  in  fairest  lines. 

2  Here  sinners  of  a  humble  frame, 
May  taste  his  grace,  and  learn  his  name ; 
May  read  in  characters  of  blood, 

The  wisdom,  power,  and  grace  of  God. 

3  Here  faith  reveals  to  mortal  eyes 
A  brighter  world  beyond  the  skies; 
Here  shines  the   light  which   guides 

our  way 
From  earth  to  realms  of  endless  day. 

5  Oh,  grant  us  grace  almighty  Lord, 
To  read  and  mark  thy  holy  word, 
Its  truths  with  meekness  to  receive. 
And  by  its  holy  precepts  live. 

Benjamin  Beddome. 


286     7a,  6a    Mimitmary,  p.  00. 

1  Now  be  the  gospel  banner 

In  every  land  unfurled; 
And  be  the  shout — "Hosanna  !'' 

Reechoed  through  the  world; 
Till  every  isle  and  nation, 

Till  every  tribe  and  tongue 
Receive  the  great  salvation, 

And  join  the  happy  throng. 

2  What  though  th'  embattled  legions 

Of  earth  and  hell  combine ; 
His  arm  throughout  their  regions, 

Shall  soon  resplendent  shine: 
Ride  on,  O  Lord,  victorious, 

Immanuel,  Prince  of  peace ; 
Thy  triumph  shall  be  glorious, 

Thy  empire  still  increase. 

3  Yes,  thou  shalt  reign  for  ever, 

O  Jesus,  King  of  kings ; 
Thy  light,  thy  love,  thy  favor, 

Each  ransomed  captive  sings: 
The  isles  for  thee  are  waiting, 

The  deserts  learn  thy  praise, 
The  hills  and  valleys  greeting, 

The  song  responsive  raise. 

Thomas  Hastings. 


287     8s,  7s.     Harwell,  p.  64. 

!  1  Hark,  the  voice  of  Jesus  calling : 

Who  will  go  and  work  to-day? 
Fields  are  white,  and  harvests  waiting, 

Who  will  bear  the  sheaves  away? 
Loud  and  long  the  Master  calleth  ; 

Rich  reward  he  offers  free  : 
Who  will  answer,  gladly  saying: 

"  Here  am  I,  send  me,  send  me  ?" 

2  If  you  cannot  cross  the  ocean, 

^  And  the  heathen  lands  explore, 
You  can  find  the  heathen  nearer, 

You  can  help  them  at  your  door. 
If  you  cannot  speak  like  angels, 

If  you  cannot  preach  like  Paul, 
You  can  tell  the  love  of  Jesus, 

You  can  say  he  died  for  all. 

3  While  the  souls  of  men  are  dying, 

And  the  Master  calls  for  yon, 
Let  none  hear  you  idly  saying, 

"There  is  nothing  I  can  do. 
Gladly  take  the  task  he  gives  you, 

Let  his  work  your  pleasure  "be; 
Answer  quickly  when  he  calleth, 

"Here  am  I,  send  me,  send  me." 

Daniel  March. 
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288     L.  M.     Hursley,  p.  10. 

1  At  even,  ere  the  sun  was  set, 

The  sick,  O  Lord,  around  thee  lay ; 
Oh,  in  what  divers  pains  they  met ; 
Oh,  with  what  joy  they  went  away. 

2  Once  more  't  is  eventide,  and  we, 

Oppress' d    with    various    ills,   draw 
near: 
What  if  thy  form  we  cannot  see? 
We  know  and  feel  that  thou  art  here. 

3  O  Saviour  Christ,  our  woes  dispel ; 

For  some  are  sick,  and  some  are  sad, 

And  some  have  never  loved  thee  well, 

And  some  have  lost  the  Jove  they  had. 

4  And  some  have  found  the  world  is  vain, 

Yet  from  the  world  they  break  not. 

free ;  [pain> 

And  some  have  friends  who  give  them 

Yet  have  not  sought  a  Friend  in  thee. 

5  And  none,  O  Lord,  have  perfect  rest, 

For  none  are  wholly  free  from  sin ; 
And  they  who  fain  would  serve  thee 
best, 
Are  conscious  most  of  wrong  within. 

6  O  Saviour  Christ,  thou  too  art  man  ; 

Thou  hast  been  troubled,  tempted, 

tried ;  [scan 

Thy  kind   but   searching   glance    can 

The  very  wounds  that  shame  would 
hide. 

7  Thy  touch  has  still  its  ancient  power ; 

Xo  word  from  thee  can  fruitless  fall ; 
Hear  in  this  solemn  evening  hour, 
And  in  thy  mercy  heal  us  all. 

H.  TWELLS. 


289     CLM.     Ortonville,  p.  26. 

1  How  precious  is  the  book  divine, 

By  inspiration  given ; 
Bright  as  a  lamp  its  doctrines  shine, 
To  guide  our  souls  to  heaven. 

2  O'er  all  the  strait  and  narrow  way, 

its  radiant  beams  are  cast : 

A  light  whose  never  weary  way, 

Grows  brightest  at  the  last. 

3  It  sweetly  cheers  our  drooping  hearts 

In  this  dark  vale  of  tears; 
Life,  light  and  joy  it  still  imparts 
And  quells  our  rising  fears. 

4  This  lamp,  through  all  the  tedious  night 

( )f  life  shall  guide  our  way. 
Till  we  behold  the  clearer  light 
Of  an  eternal  day. 

J.  Fawcett, 


290  L.  M. 

1  Oh,  do  not  let  the  word  depart,     [light ; 

And   close  thine   eyes    against    the 
Poor  sinner,  harden  not  thy  heart ; 
Thou  would' st   be   saved — Why  not 
to-night  ? 

2  To-morrow's  sun  may  never  rise, 

To  bless  thy  long  deluded  sight ; 
This  is  the  time;  oh,  then  be  wise; 
Thou  would'st   be  saved — Why  not 
to-night  ? 

3  The  world  has  nothing  left  to  give — 

It  has  no  new,  no  pure  delight ; 
Oh,  try  the  life  which  Christians  live ; 
Thou  would'st   be   saved — Whv  not 
to-night  ? 

4  Our  God  in  pity  lingers  still, 

And  wilt  thou  thus  his  love  requite? 
Renounce  at  length  thy  stubborn  will, 
Thou  would'st   be   saved — Why  not 
to-night? 

5  Our  blessed  Lord  refuses  none 

Who  would  to  him  their  souls  unite ; 
Then  be  the  work  of  grace  begun ; 
Thou  would'st   be  saved — Why  not 
to-night  ? 

Elizabeth  Reed. 

291  L.  M.      Wells,  p.  12. 

1  Soon  may  the  last  glad  song  arise 
Through  all  the  millions  of  the  skies, 
That  song  of  triumph  which  records 
That  all  the  earth  is  now  the  Lord's. 

2  Let  thrones  and  powers  and  kingdoms 
Obedient,  mighty  God,  to  thee;       [be 
And  over  land  and  stream  and  main 
Wave  thou  the  scepter  of  thy  reign. 

3  Oh,  that  the  anthem  now  might  swell, 
And  host  to  host  the  triumph  tell, 
That  not  one  rebel  heart  remains, 
But  over  all  the  Saviour  reigns. 

Yoke. 

292  L.  M. 

1  Thou  only  Sovereign  of  my  heart, 

My  refuge,  my  Almighty  Friend, 
And  can  my  soul  from  thee  depart, 
On  whom  alone  my  hopes  depend. 

2  Eternal  life  thy  words  impart ; 

On  these  my  fainting  spirit  lives; 
Here  sweeter  comforts  cheer  my  heart 
Than  all  the  round  of  nature  gives. 

3  Thy  name  my  inmost  powers  adore, 

Thou  art  my  life,  my  joy,  my  care: 
Depart  from  thee ;  't  is  death,  't  is  more: 
'T  is  endless  ruin,  deep  despair. 

4  Low  at  thy  feet  my  soul  would  lie; 

Here  safety  dwells,  and  peace  divine ; 
Still  let  me  live  beneath  thine  eye, 
For  life,  eternal  life,  is  thine." 

A>"ne  Steele. 
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233    S.  M 

1  For  ever  with  the  Lord  : 

Amen,  so  let  it  be ; 
Life  from  the  dead  is  in  that  word, 
'T  is  immortality. 

2  Here  in  the  body  pent. 

Absent  from  him  1  roam, 
Yet  nightly  pitch  my  moving  tent 
A  day's  march  nearer  home. 

3  My  Father's  house  on  high, 

Home  of  my  soul,  how  near, 
At  times,  to  faith's  foreseeing  eye, 
Thy  golden  gates  appear. 

4  Ah,  then  my  spirit  faints 

To  reach  the  land  I  love, 
The  bright  inheritance  of  saints, 
Jerusalem  above. 

5  "For  ever  with  the  Lord;" 

Father,  if  't  is  thy  will, 
The  promise  of  that  faithful  word 
E'en  here  to  me  fulfil 

6  Be  thou  at  my  right  hand, 

So  shall  I  never  fail ; 
ITphold  thou  me.  and  I  shall  stand, 
Help,  and  I  shall  prevail. 

7  So  when  my  latest  breath 

Shall  rend  the  veil  in  twain, 
By  death  I  shall  escape  from  death, 
And  life  eternal  gain. 

8  Knowing  as  I  am  known. 

How  shall  I  love  that  word, 
And  oft  repeat  before  the  throne, 
"For  ever  with  the  Lord." 

James  Montgomery. 


294     S.  M.     Boylston,  p.  42. 

1  Behold  what  wondrous  grace 

The  Father  hath  bestowed 
On  sinners  of  a  mortal  race, 
To  call  them  sons  of  God. 

2  Nor  doth  it  yet  appear 

How  great  we  must  be  made; 
But  when  we  see  our  Saviour  here, 
We  shall  be  like  our  Head. 

3  A  hope  so  much  divine 

May  trials  well  endure, 
May  purge  our  souls  from  sense  and  sin, 
As  Christ  the  Lord  is  pure. 

4  "We  would  no  longer  lie 

Like  slaves  beneath  the  throne; 
Our  faith  shall  Abba,  Father,  cry, 
And  thou  the  kindred  own. 

Isaac  Watts. 


295  s.M. 

1  How  beaateOUS  are  their 

Who  stand  on  Xion's  hill. 
Who  bring  salvation  mi  their  tongues, 
And  words  of  peace  reVeaL 

2  How  charming  is  their  voice, 

How  sweet  the  tidings  are, 

"Zion,  behold  thy  Saviour  King; 
He  reigns  and  triumphs  here." 

3  How  happy  are  our  ears 

That  hear  this  joyful  sound, 
Which  kings  and  prophets  waited  for, 
And  sought,  but  never  found. 

4  How  blessed  are  our  eyes, 

That  see  this  heavenly  li-ln  ; 
Prophets  and  kings  desired  it  long, 
But  died  without  the  sight. 

5  The  watchmen  join  their  voice, 

And  tuneful  notes  employ  ; 
Jerusalem  breaks  forth  in  songs, 
And  deserts  learn  the  joy. 

6  The  Lord  makes  bare  his  arm 

Through  all  the  earth  abroad; 
Let  every  nation  now  behold 
Their  Saviour  and  their  God. 

Isaac  Watts. 

296  S.  M. 

1  I  hear  the  words  of  love ; 

I  gaze  upon  the  blood ; 
I  see  the  mighty  sacrifice, 
And  I  have  peace  with  God. 

2  'T  is  everlasting  peace, 

Sure  as  Jehovah's  name ; 
'T  is  stable  as  his  steadfast  throne — 
For  evermore  the  same. 

3  My  love  is  oft-times  low ; 

My  joy  still  ebbs  and  fi< 
But  peace  with  him  remains  the  same, 
2So  change  Jehovah  knows 

4  I  change — he  changes  not ; 

The  Christ  can  never  die:        [place, 
His     truth — not     mine — the     resting 
His  love — not  mine — the  tie 

5  And  yonder  is  my  peace — 

The  grave  of  all  my  wot 
I  know  the  Son  of  God  has  come — 
I  know  he  died  and  rose. 

6  I  knowhe  liveth  now 

In  yonder  heaven  of  love  ; 
And  he  will  quickly  come  again, 
To  carry  me  above. 
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297  7s,  6s.     Emng,  Webb,  p.  78. 

1  "  Come  unto  me,  ye  weary, 

And  I  will  give  you  rest." 
Oh,  blessed  voice  of  Jesus, 

Which  comes  to  hearts  oppressed. 
It  tells  of  benediction, 

Of  pardon,  grace,  and  peace, 
Of  joy  that  hath  no  ending, 

Of  love  which  cannot  cease. 

2  "  Come  unto  me,  dear  children, 

And  I  will  give  you  light." 
Oh,  loving  voice  of  Jesus, 

Which  comes  to  cheer  the  night ; 
Our  hearts  were  filled  with  sadness, 

And  we  had  lost  our  way, 
But  morning  brings  us  gladness, 

And  songs  the  break  of  day. 

3  "  Come  unto  me,  ye  fainting, 

And  I  will  give  you  life." 
Oh,  peaceful  voice  of  Jesus, 

Which  comes  to  end  our  strife ; 
The  foe  is  stern  and  eager, 

The  fight  is  fierce  and  long ; 
But  thou  hast  made  us  mighty, 

And  stronger  than  the  strong. 

4  And  "  whosoever  cometh, 

I  will  not  cast  him  out." 
Oh,  patient  voice  of  Jesus, 

Which  drives  away  our  doubt  ; 
Which  calls  us,  very  sinners, 

Unworthy  though  we  be 
Of  love  so  free  and  boundless, 

To  come,  dear  Lord,  to  thee. 

W.  C.  Dix. 

298  8s,  7s,  4s.     Greenville,  p.  66. 

1  Saviour,  visit  thy  plantation, 

Grant  us,  Lord,  a  gracious  rain ; 
All  will  come  to  desolation, 

Unless  thou  return  again ; 
Lord,  revive  us, 
All  our  help  must  come  from  thee. 

2  Keep  no  longer  at  a  distance, 

Shine  upon  us  from  on  high, 
Lest  for  want  of  thine  assistance, 
Every  plant  should  droop  and  die. 
Cho. — Lord,  revive  us,  etc. 

3  Dearest  Saviour,  hasten  hither, 

Thou  canst  make  them  bloom  again. 
Oh,  permit  them  not  to  wither, 
Let  not  all  our  hopes  be  vain. 
Cho. — Lord,  revive  us,  etc. 

4  Break  the  tempter's  fatal  power ; 

Turn  the  stony  heart  to  flesh  ; 
And  begin  from  this  good  hour 
To  revive  thy  work  afresh. 
Cho. — Lord,  revive  us,  etc. 

John  Newton. 


299     6s,  4s.     Italian  Hymn,  p.  84. 

1  Thou  whose  almighty  Word 
Chaos  and  darkness  heard, 

And  took  their  flight, 
Hear  us,  we  humbly  pray ; 
And  where  the  gospel's  day 
Sheds  not  its  glorious  ray, 

Let  there  be  light. 

2  Thou,  who  didst  come  to  bring 
On  thy  redeeming  wing 

Healing  and  sight — 
Health  to  the  sick  in  mind, 
Sight  to  the  inly  blind — 
Oh,  now  to  all  mankind 

Let  there  be  light. 

3  Spirit  of  truth  and  love, 
Life-giving,  holy  Dove, 

Speed  forth  thy  flight: 
Move  o'er  the  water's  face, 
Bearing  a  lamp  of  grace, 
And  in  earth's  darkest  place 

Let  there  be  light. 

4  Blessed  and  holy  three, 
Glorious  Trinity, 

Wisdom,  Love,  Might ; 
Boundless  as  ocean's  tide, 
Boiling  in  fullest  pride, 
Through  the  earth,  far  and  wide, 

Let  there  be  light. 

John  Marriott. 


300    C.  M. 

1  O  Jesus,  King  most  wonderful, 

Thou  Conqueror  renowned ; 

Thou  sweetness  most  ineffable, 

In  whom  all  joys  are  found  ; 

2  When  once  thou  visitest  the  heart, 

Then  truth  begins  to  shine, 
Then  earthly  vanities  depart, 
Then  kindles  love  divine. 

3  O  Jesus,  light  of  all  below, 

Thou  Fount  of  life  and  fire, 
Surpassing  all  the  joys  we  know, 
All  that  we  can  desire  : 

4  May  every  heart  confess  thy  name, 

And  ever  thee  adore ; 
And  seeking  thee,  itself  inflame 
To  seek  thee  more  and  more. 

5  Thee  may  our  tongues  for  ever  bless ; 

Thee  may  we  love  alone ; 

And  ever  in  our  life  express 

The  image  of  thine  own. 

Tr.  by  E.  Caswall. 
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3  OX    JRWf  p.  70. 

1  Day  of  judgment,  day  of  wooden, 

Hark  !  the  trumpet's  awful  sound, 
Louder  than  a  thousand  thunders 

Shakes  the  vast  creation  round: 

How  the  summons 
Will  the  sinner's  heart  confound. 

2  See  the  Judge,  our  nature  wearing, 

Clothed  in  majesty  divine ! 
Ye,  who  long  for  his  appearing, 
Then  shall  say,  This  God  is  mine: 

Gracious  Saviour, 
Own  me  in  that  day  for  thine. 

.'5  At  his  call,  the  dead  awaken, 

Rise  to  life  from  earth  and  sea; 
All  the  powers  of  nature,  shaken 
By  his  look,  prepare  to  flee : 

Careless  sinner, 
What  will  then  become  of  thee? 

4  But  to  those  who  have  confessed, 

Loved  and  served  the  Lord  below, 
He  will  say,  "  Come  near,  ye  blesse'd, 
See  the  kingdom  I  bestow ; 

You  forever 
Shall  my  love  and  glory  know." 

5  Under  sorrows  and  reproaches, 

May  this  thought  our  courage  raise ; 
Swiftly  God's  great  day  approaches, 
Sighs  shall  then  be  changed  to  praise ; 

We  shall  triumph 
When  the  world  is  in  a  blaze. 

John  Newton. 


302     S.  M.     St.  Thomas,  p.  46. 

1  My  soul,  repeat  his  praise, 
Whose  mercies  are  so  great ; 
Whose  anger  is  so  slow  to  rise, 
So  ready  to  abate.  N 

2  High  as  the  heavens  are  raised 
Above  the  ground  we  tread : 
So  far  the  riches  of  his  grace 
Our  highest  thoughts  exceed. 

3  His  power  subdues  our  sins : 
And  his  forgiving  love, 

Far  as  the  east  is  from  the  west, 
Doth  all  our  guilt  remove. 

4  But  thy  compassions,  Lord, 
To  endless  years  endure, 

And  children's  children  ever  find 
Thy  words  of  promise  sure. 

Isaac  Watts. 


3  O  3     8a,  6s,  7s,  6s,  7s,  6s,  7s,  6k. 
Missionary  Hymn,  p.  SO. 
[Doubling  the  first  note.) 

1  There  's  a  Friend  for  little  children, 
Above  the  bright  blue  sky, 

A  Friend  who  never  changes, 
Whose  love  will  never  die. 
Unlike  our  friends  by  nature, 
Who  change  with  changing  years, 
This  Friend  is  always  worthy 
The  precious  name  he  bears. 

2  There  's  a  rest  for  little  children 
Above  the  bright  blue  sky, 
Who  love  the  blessed  Saviour 
And  to  their  Father  cry — 

A  rest  from  every  trouble, 
From  sin  and  danger  free, 
There  every  little  pilgrim 
Shall  rest  eternally. 

3  There  's  a  crown  for  little  children 
Above  the  bright  blue  sky, 

And  all  who  look  to  Jesus, 
Shall  wear  it  by-and-by. 
A  crown  of  brightest  glory, 
Which  he  will  then  bestow 
On  those  who  found  his  favor, 
And  loved  his  name  below. 

Albert  Midlane. 


304     7s.     6  lines.     Messiah,  p.  86. 

1  From  the  cross  uplifted  high, 
Where  the  Saviour  deigns  to  die, 
What  melodious  sounds  I  hear, 
Bursting  on  the  ravished  ear ; 

"  Love's  redeeming  work  is  done ; 
Come  and  welcome,  sinner  come. 

2  "  Sprinkled  now  with  blood  the  throne ; 
Why  beneath  thy  burdens  groan  ? 

On  my  pierced  body  laid, 
Justice  owns  the  ransom  paid ; 
Bow  the  knee,  and  kiss  the  Son : 
Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  come. 

3  "  Spread  for  thee,  the  festal  board 
See  with  richest  dainties  stored; 
To  thy  Father's  bosom  pressed, 
Yet  again  a  child  confessed, 
Never  from  his  house  to  roam : 
Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  come. 

4  "Soon  the  days  of  life  shall  end; 
Lo,  I  come,  your  Saviour,  Friend, 
Safe  your  spirit  to  convey 

To  the  realms  of  endless  day, 

Up  to  my  eternal  home: 

Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  come." 

Thomas  Hawkis. 
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305  "s-     Xuremburg,  p.  52. 

1  Hark  !  the  herald  angels  sing, 
Glory  to  the  new-born  King; 
Peace  on  earth,  and  mercy  mild, 
God  and  sinners  reconciled. 

2  Joyful,  all  ye  nations,  rise, 
Join  the  triumph  of  the  skies; 
Universal  nature  say, 

Christ  the  Lord  is  born  to-day. 

3  Hail,  the  heaven-born  Prince  of  peace ; 
Hail,  the  Sun  of  Righteousness ; 
Light  and  life  to  all  he  brings, 
Risen  with  healing  in  his  wings. 

4  Mild  he  lays  his  glory  by, 
Born  that  man  no  more  may  die, 
Born  to  raise  the  sons  of  earth, 
Born  to  give  them  second  birth. 

Charles  Wesley. 

306  8s,  7a     Sicilian  Hymn,  p.  62. 

1  Saviour,  who  thy  flock  art  feeding 

With  the  Shepherds  kindest  care, 
All  the  feeble  gently  leading, 

While  the  lambs  thy  bosom  share ; 

2  Now,  these  little  ones  receiving, 

Fold  them  in  thy  gracious  arm  ; 
There — we  know,  thy  word  believing — 
Only  there  secure  from  harm. 

3  Never,  from  thy  pasture  roving, 

Let  them  be  the  lion's  prey ; 
Let  thy  tenderness,  so  loving, 

Keep  them  all  life's  dangerous  way. 

4  Then,  within  thy  fold  eternal, 

Let  them  find  a  resting  place, 
Feed  in  pastures  ever  vernal, 
Drink  the  rivers  of  thy  grace. 

W.  A.  Muhlenberg. 

3Q7     S.  M.     Braden,  p.  46. 

1  Jesus,  I  live  to  thee, 

The  lovliest  and  best : 
My  life  in  thee,  thy  life  in  me, 
In  thy  blest  love  I  rest. 

2  Jesus,  I  die  to  thee, 

Whenever  death  shall  come; 
To  die  in  thee  is  life  to  me 
In  my  eternal  home. 

3  Whether  to  live  or  die, 

I  know  not  which  is  best ; 
To  live  in  thee  is  bliss  to  me, 
To  die  is  endless  rest 

4  Living  or  dying,  Lord, 

I  ask  but  to  be  thine  ; 
My  life  in  thee,  thy  life  in  me, 
Makes  heaven  for  ever  mine. 

Henry  Habbauuh. 


308    S.  M. 

1  Faith.— 't  is  a  precious  grace ; 

Where'er  it  is  bestowed 

It  boasts  of  a  celestial  birth, 

And  is  the  gift  of  God. 

2  Jesus  it  owns  a  King, 

An  all-atoning  Priest , 
It  claims  no  merit  of  its  own, 
But  finds  it  all  in  Christ. 

3  To  him  it  leads  the  soul, 

When  filled  with  deep  distress; 
Appropriates  his  precious  blood, 
And  trusts  his  righteousness. 

4  Since  't  is  thy  work  alone, 

And  that  divinely  free; 
Lord,  send  the  Spirit  of  thy  Son 
To  work  this  faith  in  me. 


3 OS     C.  P.  M.     Meribah,  p.  48. 

1  I  do  not  come  because  my  soul 

Is  free  from  sin,  and  pure  and  whole, 

And  worthy  of  thy  grace. 
I  do  not  speak  to  thee  because 
I  've  ever  justly  kept  thy  laws; 
And  dare  to  meet  thy  face. 

2  I  know  that  sin  and  guilt  combine 
To  reign  o'er  every  thought  of  mine, 

And  turn  from  good  to  iLL 
I  know  that  when  I  try  to  be 
Upright,  and  just,  and  true  to  thee, 

I  am  a  sinner  still. 

3  I  know  that  often  when  I  strive 
To  keep  a  spark  of  love  alive 

For  thee,  the  powers  within 
Leap  up  in  unsubmissive  might 
And  oft  benumb  my  sense  of  right, 

And  pull  me  back  to  sin. 

4  I  know  that,  tho'  in  deeds  of  good 
I  spend  my  life,  I  never  could 

Atone  for  all  I  've  done : 
But,  tho'  my  sins  are  black  as  night, 
I  dare  to  come  before  thy  sight, 

Because  I  trust  thy  Son. 

5  In  him  alone  my  trust  I  place — 
Come  boldly  to  the  throne  of  grace, 

And  there  commune  with  thee: 
Salvation  sure,  O  Lord,  is  mine 
And,  all-unworthy,  1  am  thine, 
For  Jesus  died  for  me. 

Frank  B.  St.  John, 
died,  1879,  in  his  19th  year. 


TIIK   PEOPLE'S   HYMN    i:oi)K. 


146 


3XO     8s,  7s,  4s.  Regent  Square,  p.  112. 

1  Yes,  we  part,  but  not  for  over ; 

Joyful  hopes  our  bosoms  swell ; 
They  who  love  the  Saviour  never 
Know  a  Long  a  last  farewell ; 

Blissful  unions 
Lie  beyond  this  parting  vale. 

2  Sweet  this  hour  of  benediction, 

When  such  unions  come  to  mind; 
When  each  holy  heart  conviction, 
With  the  promises  combined, 

Tells  of  meetings 
By  the  Lord  for  us  designed. 

3  Oh,  what  meetings  are  before  us, 

Brighter  far  than  tongue  can  tell — 
Glorious  meetings  to  restore  us 
Him  with  whom  we  long  to  dwell ; 

With  what  raptures 
Will  the  sight  our  bosoms  swell. 

4  Now  indeed  we  meet  and  sever ; 

Chequered  is  our  transient  day : 
Life's  best  flowers  perish,  ever 
Tending  to  a  long  decay  ; 

Fairest  flowers 
Bud  and  bloom,  and  die  away. 

5  Soon  will  cease  such  short  lived  pleas- 

Soon  will  fade  this  earth  away ;  [ures, 
Brighter,  fairer,  nobler  treasures 
Wait  the  full  redemption  day  ; 

Hail  the  rising 
Of  the  wished-for  new  born  ray. 

6  Thus  we  part,  but  not  for  ever ; 

Joyful  hopes  our  bosoms  swell ; 
They  who  love  the  Saviour  never 
Know  a  last,  a  long  farewell ; 

Blissful  unions 
Lie  beyond  this  parting  vale. 

J.  Denham  Smith. 


311    CM. 

1  See  Israel's  gentle  Shepherd  stand, 

With  all-engaging  charms ; 
Hark,  how  he  calls  the  tender  lambs, 
And  folds  them  in  his  arms. 

2  "  Permit  them  to  approach,"  he  cries, 

"  Nor  scorn  their  humble  name ; 
For  't  was  to  bless  such  souls  as  these 
The  Lord  of  angels  came." 

3  We    bring  them,    Lord,    in   thankful 

hands, 
And  yield  them  up  to  thee, 
Joyful  that  we  ourselves  are  thine — 
Thine  let  our  offspring  be. 

Philip  Doddridge. 


'  312     8s,  4&     America,  p.  84. 

1    My  country,  't  is  of  thee, 
Sweet  land  of  Liberty, 

( >f  thee  I  sing! 

Land  where  my  fathers  died, 
Land  of  the  pilgrims'  pride, 
From  every  mountain  side 
Let  freedom  ring. 

2  My  native  country,  thee, 
Land  of  the  noble,  free, 

Thy  name  I  love : 
I  love  thy  rocks  and  rills, 
Thy  woods  and  templed  hills; 
My  heart  with  rapture  thrills 

Like  that  above. 

3  Let  music  swell  the  breeze, 
And  ring  from  all  the  trees 

Sweet  freedom's  song ; 
Let  mortal  tongues  awake, 
Let  all  that  breathe  partake, 
Let  rocks  their  silence  break, 

The  sound  prolong. 

4  Our  Father's  God,  to  thee, 
Author  of  liberty, 

To  thee  we  sing ; 
Long  may  our  land  be  bright 
With  freedom's  holy  light, 
Protect  us  by  thy  might. 

Great  God,  our  King. 

Samuel  Francis  Smith. 


313    C.  M. 

1  My  God,  I  love  thee,  not  because 

I  hope  for  heaven  thereby ; 
Nor  yet  because,  if  I  love  not, 
I  must  for  ever  die. 

2  Thou,  O  my  Jesus,  thou  didst  me 

Upon  the  cross  embrace ; 
For  me  didst  bear  the  nails  and  spear, 
And  manifold  disgrace ; 

3  And  griefs  and  torments  numberless, 

And  sweat  of  agony  ; 
Yea,  death  itself;  and  all  for  me, 
Who  was  thine  enemy. 

4  Then  why,  O  blessed  Jesus  Christ, 

Should  I  not  love  thee  well  ? 
Not  for  the  sake  of  winning  heaven, 
Nor  of  escaping  hell  ; 

5  Not  with  the  hope  of  gaining  aught ; 

Not  seeking  a  reward  ; 
But  as  thyself  hast  loved  me, 
O  ever-loving  Lord. 
Francis  Xavier,  tr.  by  Edward  Caswell. 
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314     C.  M.     Arlington,  p.  20. 

1  Jesus,  thou  art  the  sinner's  Friend ; 
As  such  I  look  to  thee ; 

Now  in  the  fulness  of  thy  love, 

0  Lord,  remember  me. 

2  Remember  thy  pure  word  of  grace, 
Remember  Calvary; 
Remember  all  thy  dying  groans, 
And  then  remember  me. 

3  Lord,  I  am  guilty,  I  am  vile, 
But  thy  salvation  's  free ; 

Then  in  thine  all-abounding  grace, 
Dear  Lord,  remember  me. 

4  And,  when  I  close  my  eyes  in  death, 
When  creature-helps  all  flee, 
Then,  oh,  my  dear  Redeemer-God, 

1  pray,  remember  me. 

Richard  Burnham. 


3X5     L.  M.  Rockingham,  p.  4. 

1  Jesus,  thou  Joy  of  loving  hearts ; 
Thou  Fount  of  life  ;  thou  Light  of  men ; 
From  the  best  bliss  that  earth  imparts, 
We  turn,  unfilled,  to  thee  again. 

2  We  taste  thee,  O  thou  living  Bread, 
And  long  to  feast  upon  thee  still ; 
We  drink  of  thee,  the  Fountain-head, 
And  thirst,  our  souls  from  thee  to  fill. 

3  Our  restless  spirits  yearn  for  thee 
Where'er  our  changeful  lot  is  cast; 
Glad,  when  thy  gracious  smile  we  see, 
Blest,  when  our  faith  can  hold  thee  fast. 

4  O  Jesus,  ever  with  us  stay, 

Make  all  our  moments  calm  and  bright, 
Chase  the  dark  night  of  sin  away, 
Shed  o'er  the  world  thy  holy  light. 
.    Bernard  of  Clairvacx,  tr.  by  Palmer. 


316     L.  M.     Hebron,  p.  6. 

1  Ye  Christian  heralds,  go,  proclaim 
Salvation  through  Immanuel's  name  ; 
To  distant  climes  the  tidings  bear, 
And  plant  the  rose  of  Sharon  there. 

2  He  '11  shield  you  with  a  wall  of  fire, 
With  flaming  zeal  your  breasts  inspire, 
Bid  raging  winds  their  fury  cease, 
And  hush  the  tempest  into  peace. 

3  And  when  your  labors  all  are  o'er, 
Then  we  shall  meet  to  part  no  more ; 
Meet  with  the  blood-bought  throng,  to 
And  crown  our  Jesus,  Lord  of  all.  [fall, 

B.  H.  Draper. 


31  "7     ~s.     Bolley,  p.  54. 

1  Thine  for  ever ;  God  of  love, 
Hear  us  from  thy  throne  above; 
Thine  for  ever  may  we  be, 
Here  and  in  eternity. 

2  Thine  for  ever ;  Lord  of  life, 
Shield  us  through  the  earthly  strife  ; 
Thou,  the  Life,  the  Truth,  the  Way, 
Guide  us  to  the  realms  of  day. 

3  Thine  for  ever ;  oh,  how  blest 
They  who  find  in  thee  their  rest ; 
Saviour,  Guardian,  heavenly  Friend, 
Oh,  defend  us  to  the  end. 

4  Thine  for  ever ;  Saviour  keep 
These  thy  frail  and  trembling  sheep  ; 
Safe  alone  beneath  thy  care, 

Let  us  all  thy  goodness  share. 

5  Thine  for  ever  ;  thou  our  Guide, 
All  our  wants  by  thee  supplied, 
All  our  sins  by  thee  forgiven, 

Lead  us.  Lord,  from  earth  to  heaven. 
M.  F.  Maude. 

318     S.  M.     Boylston,  p.  42. 

1  Our  children  thou  dost  claim, 

O  Lord,  our  God,  as  thine : 
Ten  thousand  blessings  to  thy  name 
For  goodness  so  divine. 

2  Thee  let  the  fathers  own, 

Thee  let  the  sons  adore, 
Joined  to  the  Lord  in  SQlemn  vows 
T©  be  forgot  no  more. 

3  How  great  thy  mercies,  Lord ; 

How  plenteous  is  thy  grace, 
Which,  in  the  promise  of  thy  love, 
Includes  our  rising  race. 

4  Our  offspring,  still  thy  care, 

Shall  own  their  fathers'  God, 

To  latest  times  thy  blessings  share, 

And  sound  thy  praise  abroad. 


31S 

1 


S.  M.     Laban,  p.  44. 


The  Saviour  kindly  calls 
Our  children  to  his  breast ; 

He  folds  them  in  his  gracious  arms, 
Himself  declares  them  blessed. 

"  Let  them  approach,"  he  cried, 
"  Nor  scorn  their  humble  claim  ; 

The  heirs  of  heaven  are  such  as  these, 
For  such  as  these  I  came." 

With  joy  we  bring  them,  Lord, 

Devoting  them  to  thee, 
Imploring  that  as  we  are  thine, 

Thine  may  our  offspring  be. 

H.  U.  Oxderdoxk. 
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32Q    S.M. 

1  Give  to  the  winds  thy  Peare; 

Hope,  and  he  undismayed  : 
God  hears  thy  sighs,  ami  counts  thy 
God  shall  lift  np  thy  head,     [tears; 

2  Through  waves  and  clouds  and  storms. 

He  gently  clears  thy  way  : 
Wait  thou  his  time,  so  shall  this  night 
Soon  end  in  joyous  day. 

3  What  though  thou  rulest  not, 

Yet  heaven  and  earth  and  hell 
Proclaim  :  God  sitteth  on  the  throne, 
And  ruleth  all  things  well. 

4  Far,  far  above  thy  thought 

His  counsel  shall  appear, 
When  fully  he  the  work  hath  wrought 
That  caused  thy  needless  fear. 

5  Give  to  the  winds  thy  fears : 

Hope,  and  be  undismayed; 
God  hears  thy  sighs,  and  counts  thy 
God  shall  lift  up  thy  head,      [tears ; 
P.  Geruardt,  tr.  by  Wesley. 


321     7s,     Zerviah,  p.  52. 

1  God  eternal,  mighty  King, 
Unto  thee  our  praise  we  bring; 
All  the  earth  doth  worship  thee; 
We  amid  the  throng  would  be. 

2  Holy,  holy,  holy,  cry. 

Angels  round  thy  throne  on  high: 
Lord  of  all  the  heavenly  powers, 
Be  the  same  loud  anthem  ours. 

3  Glorified  apostles  raise, 

Night  and  day,  continual  praise; 
Hast  not  thou  a  mission  too 
For  thy  children  here  to  do  ? 

4  With  the  prophets'  goodly  line 
AVe  in  mystic  bond  combine ; 
For  thou  hast  to  us  revealed 
Things  that  to  the  wise  were  sealed. 

5  Martyrs,  in  a  noble  host, 

Of  the  cross  are  heard  to  boa>t  : 
Oh,  that  we  our  cross  may  hear, 
And  a  crown  of  glory  wear. 

6  God  eternal,  mighty  King, 
Unto  thee  our  praise  we  bring; 
To  the  Father,  and  the  Son, 
And  the  Spirit,  Three  in  One. 

Te  Deum,  tr.  by  Millard. 


322    L.  M. 

1  God  calling  yel  I  Bhall  1  not  hear? 
Berth's  pleasures  shall  I  still  bold  d< 
Shall  Life's  swift  passing  yean  :dl  fly, 
And  still  my  bouJ  in  Blumbers  lie? 

2  God  calling  yet !  shall  1  not  rise? 
Can  1  His  loving  voice  despise, 
And  basely  bis  kind  care  repay? 
He  calls  me  Mill ;  can  1  delay? 

3  God  calling  yet  !  and  shall  he  knock, 
And  [.my  heart  the  closer  lock  ? 
He  still  is  waiting  to  receive, 

And  shall  1  dare  his  Spirit  grieve? 

4  God  calling  yet !  and  shall  1  give 
No  heed,  but  still  in  bondage  live? 
I  wait,  but  he  does  not  forsake ; 
He  calls  me  still;  my  heart,  awake. 

5  God  calling  yet!  I  cannot  stay  ; 
My  heart  1  yield  without  delay; 
Vain  world,  farewell ;  from  thee  I  part ; 
The  voice  of  God  hath  reached   my 

heart. 

Tersteegex,  tr.  bv  Jane  Borthwick. 


323  8s,  7s.     Austria,  p.  64. 

1  Hark,  a  thrilling  voice  is  sounding, 

"Christ  is  nigh  "  it  seems  to  Bay  ; 
"  Cast  away  the  dreams  of  darkness, 

O  ye  children  of  the  day." 

2  Startled  at  the  solemn  warning, 

Let  the  earth-bound  soul  arise; 

Christ,  her  Sun,  all  sloth  dispelling, 

Shines  upon  the  morning  skies. 

3  Lo,  the  Lamb,  so  long  expected, 

Comes     with     pardon    down     from 
heaven; 
Let  us  haste,  with  tears  of  sorrow, 
One  and  all,  to  be  forgiven. 

4  So,  when  next  he  comes  with  glory, 

Wrapping  all  the  earth  in  tear. 
With  his  mercy  he  may  shield  us, 
And  with  words  of  love  draw  near. 
Caswell,  tr.  from  Latin. 

324  L.M. 

1  Let  me  but  hear  my  Saviour  say. 
Strength  shall  be  equal  to  thy  day: 
Then  I  rejoice  in  deep  distress, 
Leaning  on  all-sufficient  grace.  • 

2  I  glory  in  infirmity.  [me; 
That   Christ's  own   power  may  rest  on 
When  I  am  weak,  then  am  1  strong. 
Grace  is  my  shield  and  Christ  my  Bong. 

3  But  if  the  Lord  be  once  withdrawn, 
And  we  attempt  the  work  alone. 
When  new  temptations  spring  and  ri*«, 
We  tind  how  great  our  weakness  is. 

Isaac  Watts. 


148 


THE  PEOPLE'S  HYMN   BOOK. 


325     8s,  7s,  4s.     Zion. 

1  IIo,  ye  thirsty,  come  to  Jesus, 

Living  waters  he  will  give. 
Whosoever  will  may  freely 
Drink,  and  then  for  ever  live. 

IIo,  ye  thirsty, 
Living  water  Jesus  gives. 

Isa.  55  : 1 ;  John  4  :  10-14;  John  7  :  37  ;  Rev.  21  : 
6 ;  22  :  17. 

2  Ho,  ye  wanderers,  Jesus  calls  you, 

Starve  no  more,  no  longer  roam. 
See,  your  Father  comes  to  meet  you, 

Hear  him  bid  you  welcome  home 
Ho,  ye  wanderers, 

Jesus  calls  you,  come,  come  home. 
John  6  :  35,  37;    Luke  15:  17;    Luke  15:20; 

Luke  15  :  22. 

3  Ho,  ye  sinners,  hear  glad  tidings, 

Sinners  Jesus  came  to  save. 
That  your  sins  might  be  forgiven, 
His  own  life  he  freely  gave. 

Ho,  ye  sinners, 
Sinners  J  esus  came  to  save. 

Luke  2  :  10;  1  Tim.  1  :  15;  Rom.  5:8;  3  :  24, 25 ; 
John  10:15;  15:13. 

4  Ho,  ye  anxious,  trust  in  Jesus, 

Full  atonement  he  hath  made. 
Trust,  believe,  enjoy  salvation, 

Every  debt  by  him  is  paid. 
Ho,  ye  anxious, 

All  your  sins  on  him  were  laid. 
John  1 :  29 ;  1  Pet.  2  :  24 ;  John  5  :  24 ;  Rom.  4 ; 

7 ;  5  :  11 ;  Heb.  10  :  12,  14;  2  Cor.  5  :  21. 

5  Ho,  ye  weary,  come  to  Jesus, 

All  your  burdens  he  will  bear. 
Hear  him  saying,  "  Rest  I'll  give  you, 

I  will  make  your  wants  my  care." 
Ho,  ye  weary, 

Jesus  will  your  burdens  bear. 
Matt.  11  :  28 ;  1  Pet.  5:7;  Matt.  8:17;  Matt.  11 : 

2<J  ;  John  14  :  27 ;  Matt.  6  :  31,  33. 

6  Ho,  ye  dying,  look  to  Jesus, 

He  alone  can  save  your  soul. 
Life  eternal,  he  now  offers, 

Look  and  live  and  be  made  whole. 

IIo,  ye  dying, 
Look  and  live  and  be  made  whole. 
John  3  :  14,  15  ;  John  3  :  16;  John  5  :  24;  6  :  40, 
47 ;  Heb.  12  :  2. 

7  Ho,  ye  lifeless,  hear  (Jod's  message, 

Jesus  died  that  ye  might  live. 
Holy  Spirit,  breathe  upon  them, 
Thou  alone  hast  life  to  give. 

Ho,  ye  lifeless, 
Hear  the  message,  Rise  and  live. 
Ezek.  37  :  4 ;  Acts  2  :  38;    Eph.  2  :  4,  5 ;  Rom.  5  : 
10;  Ezek.  37  :9,  10;  John  •".  :6*. 

Samuel  B.  Schiei'felin. 


323     C.  M.     Maitland,  p.  28. 

1  Must  Jesus  bear  the  cross  alone, 

And  all  the  world  go  free? 
No ;  there  's  a  cross  for  every  one, 
And  there  's  a  cross  for  me. 

2  The  consecrated  cross  I  '11  bear, 

Till  death  shall  set  me  free , 
And  then  go  home  my  crown  to  wear, 
For  there  's  a  crown  for  me. 

3  How  happy  are  the  saints  above, 

Who  once  went  sorrowing  here; 
But  now  they  taste  un mingled  love, 
And  joy  without  a  tear. 

4  Upon  the  crystal  pavement,  down 

At  Jesus'  pierced  feet, 
Joyful,  I  '11  cast  my  golden  crown, 
And  his  dear  name  repeat. 

5  The  palms  shall  wrave,  and  harps  shall 

ring, 
Beneath  heaven's  arches  high ; 
The  Lord  that  lives,  the  ransomed  sing, 
That  lives,  no  more  to  die. 

6  Oh,  precious  cross ;  oh,  glorious  crown ; 

Oh,  resurrection  day ; 
Ye  angels,  from  the  stars  come  down, 
And  bear  my  soul  away. 

G.  N.  Allen. 


!327 


C.  M.     Psalm   132. 
p.  34. 


Merlon, 


1  Arise,  O  King  of  grace !  arise, 

And  enter  to  thy  rest ; 
Lo,  thy  church  waits  with  longing  eyes, 
Thus  to  be  owned  and  blest. 

2  Enter  with  all  thy  glorious  train, 

Thy  Spirit  and  thy  word ; 
All  that  the  ark  did  once  contain 
Could  no  such  grace  afford. 

3  Here,  mighty  God,  accept  our  vows ; 

Here  let  thy  praise  be  spread  ; 

Bless  the  provisions  of  thy  house, 

And  fill  thy  poor  with  bread. 

1   Here  let  the  Son  of  David  reign, 
Let  God's  Anointed  shine; 
.Justice  and  truth  his  court  maintain, 
With  love  and  power  divine. 

5  Here  let  him  hold  a  lasting  throne ; 
And  as  his  kingdom  grows, 
Fresh  honors  shall  adorn  his  crown, 
And  shame  confound  his  foes. 

Isaac  Watts. 
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328    CM.    aferfon^p.34    0r(to- 

n7/r,  p.  26. 

1  Behold  the  glories  of  the  Lamb, 

Amidst  his  Father's  throne: 
Prepare  new  honors  tor  his  name 
And  songs  before  unknown. 

2  Let  elders  worship  at  his  feet ; 

The  church  adore  around, 
With  vials  full  of  odors  rich, 
And  harps  of  sweetest  sound. 

3  Those  are  the  prayers  of  all  the  saints, 

And  these  the  hymns  they  rai>r; 
Jesus  is  kind  to  our  complaints, 
He  loves  to  hear  our  praise. 

4  Who  shall  the  Father's  record  sea rcb, 

And  hidden  things  reveal? 
Behold  the  Son  that  record  takes, 
And  opens  every  seal. 

5  Hark  how  th'  adoring  hosts  above 

With  songs  surround  the  throne; 
Ten     thousand     thousand     are     their 
tongues ; 
But  all  their  hearts  are  one. 

6  Worthy  the  Lamb  that  died,  they  cry, 

To  be  exalted  thus; 
Worthy  the  Lamb,  let  us  reply, 
For  he  was  slain  for  us. 

7  To  him  be  power  divine  ascribed; 

And  endless  blessings  paid  ;   • 
Salvation,  glory,  joy  remain 
For  ever  on  his  head. 

8  Thou  hast  redeem'd  us  with  thy  blood, 

And  set  the  pris'ners  free ;         [God, 
Thou  mad'st  us  kings  and  priests  to 
And  we  shall  reign  with  thee. 

Isaac  Watts,  Alt. 


329     S.  M.     Dennis,  p.  46. 

1  How  solemn  are  the  words, 

And  yet  to  faith  how  plain, 
Which  Jesus  uttered  while  on  earth — 
"  Ye  must  be  born  again." 

2  "Ye  must  be  born  again  ;" 

For  so  hath  God  decreed ; 
No  reformation  will  suffice — 
'T  is  life  poor  sinners  need. 

3  "  Ye  must  be  born  again  ;" 

And  life  in  Christ  must  have; 
In  vain  the  soul  may  elsewhere  go — 
'T  is  he  alone  can  save. 

4  "  Ye  must  be  born  again  ;" 

Or  never  enter  heaven  ; 
'T  is  only  blood-washed  ones  are  there — 
The  ransomed  and  forgiven. 


330     L.M.     n>irsln,,v.  in. 

1  Lord,  speak  to  me,  thai  I  may  Bpeak 

In  living  crimes  pf  thy  tone  ; 

As  i  hon  h.t-t  Bought,  bo  lei  me  Beek 
The  erring  children,  Lost  and  lone* 

2  Oh  lead  me,  Lord,  that  1  may  had 

The    wandering    and    the    wavering 
feet; 
Oh  feed  me,  Lord,  that  I  may  feed 
Thy    hungering    ones   with    manna 
sweet. 
.'5  Oh  strengthen  me,  that  while  T  stand 
Firm  on  the  Lock,  and  strong  in  thee, 
I  may  stretch  out  a  loving  hand 
To  wrestlers  in  the  troubled  sea. 

4  Oh  teach  me,  Lord,  that  I  may  teach 

The  precious  things  thou  dost  im- 
part, [reach 
And  wing   my  words,  that  they  may 
The  hidden  depths  of  many  a  heart. 

5  Oh  give  thine  own  sweet  rest  to  me, 

That    1    may   speak    with    soothing 
A  word  in  season,  as  from  thee     [power 
To  weary  ones  in  needful  hour. 

6  Oh  fill  me  with  thy  fullness,  Lord, 

Until  my  very  heart  o'erilow 
In  kindling  thought  and  glowing  word, 
Thy  love  to  tell,  thy  praise  to  show. 

7  Oh  use  me,  Lord,  use  even  me, 

Just   as   thou  wilt,   and   when,   and 
Until  thy  blessed  face  I  see,      [where; 
Thy  rest,  thy  joy,  thy  glory  share. 
F.  K.  Havergal. 


331     L.  M.     Duke  Street,  p.  14. 

1  Oh  happy  day,  that  fixed  my  choice 

On  thee  my  Saviour  and  my  God: 
Well  may  this  glowing  heart  rejoice, 
And  tell  its  raptures  all  abroad. 

2  Oh  happy  bond,  that  seals  my  vows 

To  him  who  merits  all  my  love: 
Let  cheerful  anthems  fill  his  house, 
While  to  his  sacred  shrine  1  move. 

3  'T  is  done,  the  great  transaction  's  done ; 

I  am  my  Lord's  and  he  is  mine: 
He  drew  me  and  I  followed  on, 
,  Rejoiced  to  own  tlve  voice  divine. 

4  Now  rest,  my  long-divided  heart, 

Fixed  on  this  blissful  centre  reel ; 
With  ashes  who  would  grudge  to  part. 
When    called    on    angels'    bread    to 
feast? 

5  High   heaven,  that   heard   the   solemn 

vow, 
That  vow  renewed  shall  daily  hear, 
Till  in  life's  latest  hour  I  bow. 

And  bless  in  death  a  bond  so  dear. 
Philip-  DonnKiDOE. 
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332     7s.     Mozart,  p.  56. 

1  Jesus  Christ  is  risen  to-day, 
Our  triumphant  holy  day, 
Who  did  once,  upon  the  cross, 
Suffer  to  redeem  our  loss. 

Hallelujah !  praise  the  Lord. 

2  But  the  pain  which  he  endured 
Our  salvation  hath  procured  ; 
Now  above  the  sky  he's  King, 
Where  the  angels  ever  sing, 

Hallelujah !  praise  the  Lord. 

3  Hymns  of  praise  then  let  us  sing 
Unto  Christ,  our#heavenly  King, 
Who  endured  the  cross  and  grave, 
Sinners  to  redeem  and  save. 

Hallelujah  !  praise  the  Lord. 


333     L.  M.     Quebec,  p.  88. 

1  Saviour,  when  night  involves  the  skies, 

My  soul,  adoring,  turns  to  thee ; 
Thee,  self-abased  in  mortal  guise, 
And  wrapt  in  shades  of  death  for  me. 

2  On  thee,  my  waking  raptures  dwell, 

•When  crimson  gleams  the  east  adorn, 
Thee,  victor  of  the  grave  and  hell, 
Thee,  source  of  life's  eternal  morn. 

3  When  noon  her  throne  in  light  arrays, 

To  thee,  my  soul  triumphant  springs ; 

Thee,  throned  in  glory's  endless  blaze, 

Thee,  Lord  of  lords  and  King  of  kings. 

4  O'er  earth,  when  shades  of  evening  steal, 

To  death  and  thee,  my  thoughts  I 
give ;  [feel, 

To  death,  whose  power  I  soon  must 
To  thee,  with  whom  I  trust  to  live. 

T.   GlSBORNE. 


3  34     7s.     Spanish  Hymn,  p.  60. 
Omit  first  repeat. 

1  Saviour,  happy  would  I  be, 
If  I  could  but  trust  in  thee ; 
Trust  thy  wisdom  me  to  guide; 
Trust  thy  goodness  to  provide ; 
Trust  thy  saving  love  and  power ; 
Trust  thee  every  day  and  hour: 

2  Trust  thee  as  the  only  light 
In  the  darkest  hour  of  night ; 
Trust  in  sickness,  trust  in  health; 
Trust  in  poverty  and  wealth; 
Trust  in  joy,  and  trust  in  grief; 
Trust  thy  promise  for  relief: 


3  Trust  thy  blood  to  cleanse  my  soul ; 
Trust  thy  grace  to  make  me  whole ; 
Trust  thee  living,  dying,  too ; 
Trust  thee  all  my  journey  through; 
Trust  thee  till  my  feet  shall  be 
Planted  on  the  crystal  sea. 

Edwin  H.  Nevin. 


335     7s.     Telemann's  Chant,  p.  88. 

1  Oft  in  danger,  oft  in  woe, 
Onward,  Christian,  onward  go  ; 
Fight  the  fight,  maintain  the  strife , 
Strengthened  with  the  bread  of  life. 

2  Onward,  Christian,  onward  go ; 
Join  the  war  and  face  the  foe ; 
Will  you  flee  in  danger's  hour  ? 
Know  you  not  your  Captain's  power? 

3  Let  your  drooping  hearts  be  glad ; 
March  in  heavenly  armor  clad  ; 
Fight  nor  think  the  battle  long ; 
Victory  soon  shall  tune  your  song. 

4  Let  not  sorrow  dim  your  eye  ; 
Soon  shall  every  tear  be  dry ; 
Let  not  woe  your  course  impede ; 
Great  your  strength  if  great  your  need. 

5  Onward,  then,  to  battle  move ; 

More  than  conquerors  you  shall  prove  ; 
Though  opposed  by  many  a  foe, 
Christian  soldiers,  onward  go. 


336     7s,  6s.    Double.    Ewing,  p.  78. 

1  O  Jesus,  thou  art  standing 

Outside  the  fast-closed  door, 
In  lowly  patience  waiting 

To  pass  the  threshold  o'er ; 
We  bear  the  name  of  Christians, 

His  name  and  sign  we  bear : 
Oh  shame,  thrice  shame  upon  us, 

To  keep  him  standing  there. 

2  O  Jesus,  thou  art  knocking : 

And  lo,  that  hand  is  scarr'd, 
And  thorns  thy  brow  encircle, 

And  tears  thy  face  have  marr'd : 
Oh  love  that  passeth  knowledge, 

So  patiently  to  wait  ; 
Oh  sin  that  hath  no  equal, 

So  fast  to  bar  the  gate. 

3  O  Jesus,  thou  art  pleading 

In  accents  meek  and  low, 
"  I  died  for  you,  my  children, 

And  will  ye  treat  me  so?" 
O  Lord,  with  shame  and  sorrow 

We  open  now  the  door: 
Dear  Saviour,  enter,  enter, 

And  leave  us  never  more. 

W.  W.  How. 
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33*7     C.  P.  M.     Ariel,  p.  48. 

1  Fear  not,  oh  little  flock,  the  foe 
Who  madly  seeks  your  overthrow; 

Dread  not  his  rage  and  power; 
What  though  your  courage  sometimes 

faints ; 
This  seeming  triumph  o'er  God's  saints 

Lasts  but  a  little  hour. 

2  Fear  not ;  be  strong ;  your  cause  belongs 
To  him  who  can  avenge  your  wrongs ; 

Leave  all  to  him,  your  Lord ; 
Though  hidden  yet  from  mortal  eyes, 
Salvation  shall  for  you  arise ; 

He  girdeth  on  his  sword. 

3  As  sure  as  God's  own  promise  stands, 
Not  earth,  nor  hell,  with  all  their  bands 

Against  us  shall  prevail:  [throne; 
The  Lord  shall  mock  them  from  his 
God  is  with  us,  we  are  his  own ; 

Our  victory  cannot  fail. 

4  Amen,  Lord  Jesus,  grant  our  prayer ; 
Great  Captain,  now  thine  arm .  make 

bare, 

Thy  church  with  strength  defend : 
So  shall  all  saints  and  martyrs  raise 
A  joyful  chorus  to  thy  praise 

Through  ages  without  end ; 
Gustavus  Adolphus  tr.  by  Winkworth. 

333     Rest  for  the  Weary,  p.  106. 

1  This  is  not  my  place  of  resting, 

Mine's  a  city  yet  to  come; 
Onward  to  it  I  am  hasting, 

On  to  my  eternal  home. 
Cho. — There  is  rest  for  the  weary,  etc. 

2  In  it  all  is  light  and  glory ; 

O'er  it  shines  a  nightless  day  ; 
Every  trace  of  sin's  sad  story, 

All  the  curse  have  passed  away. 
Cho. — There  is  rest  for  the  weary,  etc. 

3  There  the  Lamb,  our  Shepherd  leads  us, 

By  the  streams  of  life  along ; 
On  the  freshest  pastures  feeds  us ; 

Turns  our  sighing  into  song. 
Cho. — There  is  rest  for  the  weary,  etc. 

4  Soon  we  pass  this  desert  dreary  ; 

Soon  we  bid  farewell  to  pain ; 
Nevermore  are  sad  and  weary, 

Never,  never,  sin  again. 
Cho. — There  is  rest  for  the  weary,  etc 


HOKATIUS   BONAR. 


333 


6a 


Euing,  p.  78 

1  For  thee,  oh  dear,  dear  country 
Mine  eyes  their  vigils  keep  : 
For  very  love  beholding 

Thy  happy  name  they  weep: 


The  mention  of  thy  glory 

Is  unction  to  the  btf 

And  medicine  in  sic] 

And  love,  and  life,  and  rest 

2  Thou  hast  no  shore  fair  ocean; 

Thou  hast  no  time  bright  day; 
Dear  fountain  of  refreshment 

To  pilgrims  tar  away  ; 
Upbn  the  Rock  of  Ages 

They  raise  thy  holy  tower ; 
Thine  is  the  victor's  laurel, 

And  thine  the  golden  dower. 

3  Oh  one,  oh  only  mansion ; 

Oh  paradise  of  joy ; 
Where  tears  are  ever  banished, 

And  smiles  have  no  alloy ; 
The  Lamb  is  all  thy  splendor ; 

The  Crucified  thy  praise ; 
His  laud  and  benediction 

Thy  ransomed  people  raise. 

4  WTith  jasper  glow  thy  bulwarks, 

Thy  streets  with  emeralds  blaze  ; 
The  sardius  and  the  topaz 

Unite  in  thee  their  rays; 
Thine  ageless  walls  are  bonded 

With  amethyst  unpriced; 
Thy  saints  build  up  its  fabric, 

The  corner-stone  is  Christ. 

Bernard  of  Cluxy  tr.  by  Neale. 


340     C.  M.     Woodland,  p.  40. 

1  There  is  an  hour  of  peaceful  rest 

To  mourning  wanderers  given  ; 
There  is  a  joy  for  souls  distressed, 
A  balm  for  every  wounded  breast, 

'T  is  found  above  in  heaven. 

2  There  is  a  home  for  weary  souls, 

By  sin  and  sorrow  driven,  [shoals, 
WThen  tossed  on  life's  tempestuous 
Where  storms  arise  and  ocean  rolls. 

And  all  is  drear  but  heaven. 

3  There  faith  lifts  up  her  cheerful  eye, 

To  brighter  prospects  given, 
And  views  the  tempest  passing  by. 
The  evening  shadows  quickly  fly, 

And  all  serene  in  heaven. 

4  There  fragrant  flowers  immortal  bloom, 

And  joys  supreme  are  given  ; 
There  rays  divine  disperse  the  gloom; 

Beyond  the  confines  of  the  tomb, 
Appears  the  dawn  of  heaven. 

W.  B.  TArpvN. 
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341     H.  M.     Darwell,  p.  74. 

1  Thy  works,  not  mine,  O  Christ, 

Speak  gladness  to  this  heart : 
They  tell  me  all  is  done, 

They  bid  my  fear  depart : 
To  whom,  save  thee  who  canst  alone 
For  sin  atone,  Lord,  shall  I  flee  ? 

2  Thy  tears,  not  mine,  O  Christ, 

Have  wept  my  guilt  away, 
And  turned  this  night  of  mine 

Into  a  blessed  day : 
To  whom,  save  thee  who  canst  alone 
For  sin  atone,  Lord,  shall  I  flee  ? 

3  Thy  wounds,  not  mine,  O  Christ, 

Can  heal  my  bruised  soul ; 
Thy  stripes,  not  mine,  contain 

The  balm  that  makes  me  whole ; 
To  whom,  save  thee  who  canst  alone 
For  sin  atone,  Lord,  shall  I  flee  ? 

4  Thy  cross,  not  mine,  O  Christ, 

Has  borne  the  awful  load 
Of  sins  that  none  could  bear 

But  the  incarnate  God : 
To  whom,  save  thee  who  canst  alone 
For  sin  atone,  Lord,  shall  I  flee  ? 

5  Thy  death,  not  mine,  O  Christ, 

Has  paid  the  ransom  due ; 
Ten  thousand  deaths  like  mine 

Would  have  been  all  too  few  : 
To  whom,  save  thee  who  canst  alone 
For  sin  atone,  Lord,  shall  I  flee  ? 

6  Thy  righteousness  alone 

Can  clothe  and  beautify ; 
I  wrap  it  round  my  soul, 

In  this  I'll  live  and  die: 
To  whom,  save  thee  who  canst  alone 
For  sin  atone,  Lord,  shall  I  flee? 

HORATIUS  BONAR. 


342     S.  M.     Mornington,  p.  42. 

1  Oh,  for  the  happy  hour 

When  God  will  hear  our  cry, 
And  send,  with  a  reviving  power, 
His  Spirit  from  on  high. 

2  Thou,  thou  alone  canst  give 

Thy  gospel  sure  success, 
And  bid  the  dying  sinner  live 
Anew  in  holiness. 

3  Come,  with  thy  power  divine, 

Spirit  of  life  and  love  ; 
Then  shall  our  people  all  be  thine, 
Our  church  like  that  above. 

G.  W.  Bethune. 


343     6s,  5s.     St.  Albans,  p.  100. 

1  Jesus,  I  will  trust  thee, 

Trust  thee  with  my  soul ; 
Guilty,  lost,  and  helpless, 

Thou  canst  make  me  whole. 
There  is  none  in  heaven 

Or  on  earth  like  thee : 
Thou  hast  died  for  sinners — 

Therefore,  Lord,  for  me. 


Cho. — Jesus,  I  will  trust  thee, 

Trust  thee  with  my  soul ; 
Guilty,  lost,  and  helpless; 
Thou  canst  make  me  whole. 


2  Jesus,  I  may  trust  thee, 

Name  of  matchless  worth, 
Spoken  by  the  angel 

At  thy  wondrous  birth ; 
Written,  and,  for  ever, 

On  thy  cross  of  shame, 
Sinners  read  and  worship, 

Trusting  in  that  name. — Cho. 


3  Jesus,  I  must  trust  thee, 

Pondering  thy  ways, 
Full  of  love  and  mercy 

All  thine  earthly  days. 
Sinners  gathered  round  thee, 

Lepers  sought  thy  face — 
None  too  vile  or  loathsome 

For  a  Saviour's  grace. — Cho. 

4  Jesus,  I  can  trust  thee, 

Trust  thy  written  Word, 
Though  thy  voice  of  pity 

I  have  never  heard. 
When  thy  Spirit  teacheth, 

To  my  taste  how  sweet — 
Only  may  I  hearken, 

Sitting  at  thy  feet. — Cho. 


Jesus,  I  do  trust  thee, 

Trust  without  a  doubt — 
"Whosoever  comet h, 

Thou  wilt  not  cast  out ;" 
Faithful  is  thy  promise, 

Precious  is  thy  blood ; 
These  my  soul's  salvation, 

Thou  my  Saviour  God. 


Cho. — Jesus,  I  do  trust  thee, 

Trust  without  a  doubt 
"  Whosoever  cometh, 
Thou  wilt  not  cast  out." 
Walker. 
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344     7s,  6s.     Eiving,  p.  78. 

1  Sometimes  a  light  surprises 

The  Christian  while  he  sings; 
It  is  the  Lord  who  rises 

With  healing  in  his  wings: 
When  comforts  are  declining, 

He  grants  the  sonl  again 
A  season  of  clear  shining, 

To  cheer  it  after  rain. 


2  In  holy  contemplation, 

We  sweetly  then  pursue 
The  theme  of  God's  salvation, 

And  find  it  ever  new  : 
Set  free  from  present  sorrow, 

We  cheerfully  can  say. 
Let  the  unknown  to-morrow 

Bring  with  it  what  it  may. 

3  It  can  bring  with  it  nothing, 

But  he  will  bear  us  through ; 
Who  gives  the  lilies  clothing, 

Will  clothe  his  people  too: 
Beneath  the  spreading  heavens, 

No  creature  but  is  fed ; 
And  he  who  feeds  the  ravens, 

Will  give  his  children  bread. 

4  Though  vine  nor  fig-tree  neither 

Their  wonted  fruit  should  bear, 
Though  all  the  fields  should  wither, 

Nor  flocks  nor  herds  be  there : 
Yet  God  the  same  abiding, 

His  praise  shall  tune  my  voice  ; 
For  while  in  him  confiding, 

I  cannot  but  rejoice. 

John  Newton. 


345     6s,  5s.     Trust,  p.  110. 

1  Christian,  dost  thou  see  them  ? 

On  the  holy  ground, 
How  the  powers  of  darkness 

Eage  thy  steps  around? 
Christian  up,  and  smite  them, 

Counting  gain  but  loss ; 
In  the  strength  that  cometh 

By  the  holy  cross. 

2  Christian,  dost  thou  feel  them 

How  they  work  within, 
Striving,  tempting,  luring, 

Goading  into  sin? 
Christian,  never  tremble ; 

Never  be  downcast : 
Gird  thee  for  the  battle, 

Watch  and  pray  and  fast. 


3  Christian,  dust  thou  hear  them, 

How  they  speak  thee  fair? 
"Always  fast  and  vigil? 

Always  watch  and  prayer?" 
Christian,  answer  boldly  : 

"While  I  breathe  1  pray ;" 
Peace  shall  follow  battle, 

Night  shall  end  in  day. 

4  "  Well  I  know  thy  trouble, 

0  my  servant  true ; 
Thou  art  very  weary, 

1  was  weary  too  ; 

But  that  toil  shall  make  thee 

Some  day  all  mine  own, 
And  the  end  of  sorrow 

Shall  be  near  my  throne." 

Tr.  by  J.  M.  Neale. 


346     L-  M.     Hamburg,  p.  12. 

1  Come,  sinners,  to  the  gospel  feast ; 
Let  every  soul  be  Jesus'  guest ; 
Ye  need  not  one  be  left  behind, 
For  God  hath  bidden  all  mankind. 

2  Sent  by  my  Lord,  on  you  I  call ; 
The  invitation  is  to  all : 

Come  all  the  world,  come,  sinner,  thou, 
All  things  in  Christ  are  ready  now. 

3  Come,  all  ye  souls  by  sin  oppressed, 
Ye  restless  wanderers  after  rest ; 

Ye  poor,  and   maimed,  and   halt,  and 

blind, 
In  Christ  a  hearty  welcome  find. 

4  My  message  as  from  God  receive ; 
Ye  all  may  come  to  Christ  and  live : 
Oh,  let  his  love  your  hearts  constrain, 
Nor  suffer  him  to  die  in  vain. 

5  See  him  set  forth  before  your  eyes, 
That  precious,  bleeding  sacrifice; 
His  offered  benefits  embrace, 
And  freely  now  be  saved  by  grace. 

Chakles  Weslky. 


347     L.  M.     Hursley,  p.  10. 

1   My  God,  how  endless  is  thy  love; 
Thy  gifts  are  every  evening  new  ; 
And  morning  mercies  from  above 
Gently  distil  like  early  dew. 

'1  Thou  spread'st  the  curtains  of  the  night, 

( ireat(  inardian  of  my  sleeping  hours; 

Thy  sovereign  word  restores  the  Light, 

And  quickens  all  my  drowsy  powers. 

3  I  yield  my  powers  to  thy  command; 
To  thee  1  consecrate  my  days  ; 

Perpetual  blessings  from  thy  hand 

Demand  perpetual  songs  of  praise. 

Isaac  Wai  ra 


154  THE  PEOPLE'S  HYMN  BOOK. 

348  VENITE  EXULTEMUS  DOMINO. 


yjfo                        O                       — 1 1 — | 

ill     j     IH| 

w* & r^ — f  i  °  h ^ rr — 1 

^Tf — P — \&    1 

t_J Li U-i — U \ — | 

^   II         1         \v    11 

g= 


- 


£ 


j^ 


£4 


r 


Psalm  95. 

1  Oh  come,  let  us  sing  un-  |  to  the  |  Lord; 

Let  us  heartily  rejoice  in  the  |  strength  of  |  our  sal-  |  vation. 

2  Let  us  come  before  his  presence  |  with  thanks-  |  giving; 
And  show  ourselves  |  glad  in  |  him  with  |  psalms. 

3  For  the  Lord  is  a  great  —  |  God; 
And  a  great  |  King  a-  |  bove  all  |  gods. 

4  In  his  hands  are  all  the  corners  |  of  the  |  earth ; 
And  the  strength  of  the  |  hills  is  |  his  —  |  also. 

5  The  sea  is  his,  |  and  he  |  made  it; 

And  his  hands  pre-  |  pared  the  |  dry  —  |  land. 

6  Oh  come,  let  us  worship,  |  and  fall  |  down ; 
And  kneel  be-  |  fore  the  |  Lord  our  |  Maker: 

7  For  he  is  the  |  Lord  our  |  God; 

And  we  are  the  people  of  his  pasture  and  the  |  sheep  of  |  his  — 
hand. 

8  Oh  worship  the  Lord  in  the  |  beauty  of  |  holiness ; 
Let  the  whole  earth  |  stand  in  |  awe  of  |  him : 

9  For  he  cometh,  for  he  cometh,  to  |  judge  the  |  earth; 

And   with    righteousness   to  judge   the   world,  and   the  |  people 
with  his  |  truth. 

Glory  be  to  the  Father,  and  |  to  the  |  Son, 
And  |  to  the  |  Holy  |  Ghost ; 

As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,  and  |  ever  |  shall  be, 
World  |  without  |  end.      A-  |  men. 
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1  Glory  be  to  |  God  on  |  high,  ||  and  on  earth  |  peace,  good-  |  will 

toward  |  men. 

2  We  praise  thee,  we  bless  thee,  we  |  worship  |  thee,  ||  we  glorify 

thee,  we  give  thanks  to  |  thee  for  |  thy  great  |  glory. 
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3  O  Lord   God,  |   heavenly  |   King,  ||  God   the  |   Father  |  Al-   | 

mighty. 

4  O  Lord,  the  only  begotten  Son,  |  Jesus  |  Christ;  ||  O  Lord  God, 

Lamb  of  |  God,  Son  |  of  the  |  Father, 
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5  That   takest   away   the  |  sins  *  of    the   |   world,  ||  have   mercy  | 

upon  |  us. 

6  Thou    that    takest    away    the   |   sins    ■    of  the   |   world,    ||    have 

mercy  |  upon  |  us. 

7  Thou  that  takest  away  the  |  sins  *  of  the  |  world,  ||  re-  |  ceive 

our  prayer. 

8  Thou  that  sittest  at  the  right   hand   of  |   God   the   |   Father,  || 

have  mercy  |  upon  |  us. 


9  For  thou  |  only  '  art  |  holy  ;  1 1  thou  |  only  |  art  the  |  Lord  ; 
10  Thou  only,  O  Christ,  with  the  I  Holy  |  Ghost,  ||   art   most   high 
in  the  |  glory  of  |  God  the  |  Father.  ||  A-  |  men. 
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DOXOLOGIES. 


1  L.  M. 

Praise  ( iod  from  whom  all  blessings  flow 
Praise  him,  all  creatures  here  below  ; 
Praise  him  above,  ye  heavenly  host ; 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 

2  L.  M. 

To  God  the  Father,  God  the  Son, 

And  God  the  Spirit,  three  in  one, 
Be  honor,  praise,  and  glory  given, 
By  all  on  earth  and  all  in  heaven. 


3  C.  M. 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
One  God  whom  we  adore ; 
Be  glory,  as  it  was,  is  now, 
And  shall  be  evermore. 

4  S.  M. 
To  the  eternal  Three, 
In  will  and  essence  One; 

To  Father,  Son.  and  Spirit  be 
Coequal  honors  done. 


METRICAL  INDEX  OF  TUNES. 


L.  M. 


All  Saints 80 

Bretby  6 

Bethune  (6  I.)....  92 
Brownell  (6  1.)-  50 

Creation  (D.) 86 

Duke  Street 14 

Federal  Street...    8 

Germany 84 

Gratitude >s 

Hamburg 12 

Haydn  16 

Hebron 6 

Hursley 10 

Loving  Kindn's.  14 

Luton 4 

Mendon 14 

Migdol 10 

Mission'y  Chant    6 
Monmouth  ...*....    4 

Old  Hundred 4 

Park  Street 14 

Quebec... 88 

Rest 10 

Retreat  12 

Rockingham 4 

Seasons 8 

St.  Peter's 16 

Tallis'    Evening 

Hymn 6 

Truro 8 

Uxbridge 18 

Ward 10 

Wells 12 

Windham 16 

Wood  worth 12 

Zephyr  16 


PAGE.  I  PAGE,  PAGE. 

....  80  ETolley 54  8,  7,  8,  7,6,0,  O, 

36lHorton  54 

....  24  Martyn  (D.) 58  and  7. 

....  22  Messiah  (D.) 86 

32  Mozart 56  Berg 106 

....  24  Nuremburg 52 

....  40  Plevel's  Hymn..  54  H.  M. 

....  .SO  Refuge  (I).") 5(5 

Ages       Darwell 74 

60  Haddam 741 


Cowper... 

Dedham 

Denfleld 

Devizes  .. 
Downs ... 
Dundee  .. 

Evan 

Fountain 

Geer 24|Rock    oif 

Heber 36     (6  1.) 


PAGE. 

8s  and  5s. 


Bong 


.Ionian  (D.) 50  Sabbath 60  Lenox  76 

Bummell B8Seymour 54  Lischer 76 

Lanesboro in  Solitude ~>2  Newbury 76 

Warsaw 74 


7s  and  6s. 


Maitland 28  Spanish    Hymn 

Manoah 26      (D.)  60 

Marlow 20  S  t.    (ieorge's 

Mear 32     Chapel  I  !>.)....  68, 

Merton  Si  Teleniarurs Ch't  88  Amsterdam... 

Miles' Lane 92  Toplady  (6  1.)....  60  Evarts 

Naomi 2S  Watchman    tell       Ewing 

Ortonville 26 1     us  (D.) 56  Mendebras  .... 

Peterborough....  32  Trusting 108  Miss'y  Hymn. 


8s,  5s,  8s,  3s. 
I  Stephanos L0Q 

8,6,  8,6,8,8. 
Hastings B0 

10s. 
Eventide 96 

10s  and  4s. 
Lux  Benigna....l00 


52 


64 


Tell  the  .Story...  110 
Webb :....  78 


6s  and  4s. 
America 84 


St.  Ann's 34  Zerviah    (Soli- 

St.  Martin's 88     tude) 

Serenitv 36 

Stephens 28        8s  and  7s. 

Swanwick 22 

Valentia 32  Austria  (D.) 

Warwick 38  Bavaria  (D.) 

Woodland 40  Greenville  (D.)..  66  Heaven 

Woodstock 24  Harwell  (D.) 64j     home  106 

Nettleton  (D.)...  64  Italian  Hymn...  84  Portugese  Hynin  90 

Mine      Forever       New  Haven 84 

(Pee.) 68  Olivet. 

"  Oak.... 


66.  Bethany. 


my 


C.  P.  M. 


L.  P.  M. 


Nashville 
Newcourt. 


Ariel 

Meribah. 


S.  M. 

Ahira 44 

Barber 98 

Bovlston 42 


48  Rathbun 62 

48  Re st  tor  the 

Weary  106 

Regent     Square 

(6  1.) 112 

Shining     Shore 

(D;)  104 

Sicilian  llvrun ..  62 


Braden  46  Smyrna 66 

!  Dennis 46  What  a  Friend..l04 


To-Day  (Arno)..100 
6s,  4s  and  7s. 


Happy  Land. 
Hindostan 


6s. 


C.  M. 

Antioch 20 

Arlington 20 

Armenia 28 

Avon 30 

Azmon 24 

Balerma 34 

Bemerton 34 

Boardman 30 

Bradford 40 

Brattle  Str't(D.)  26 

Brown 38 

Cambridge 36 

Carol  (D.) 96 

China 52 

Christmas 22 

Colchester 22 

Coronation 20 


Wilmot. 


8s,  7s  and  4s 


Laban  44 

Leighton 44 

Mornington 42 

Ohuutz  42  , 

Shirland 42  Austria.... 

Silver  Street 46  £u_ tumn 

St.  Thomas 46  Belmont 

State  Street 
Thatcher 


62  All   to   Christ  I 

owe :....102 

Jewett  (D.) 102 


44 


64 

72 

72 

eenville 66 


6s  and  5s. 


( luide  me 70 


Penitence 
St.  Alban.. 


82 


5s  and  4s. 
Light  after  dark- 


10s  and  lis. 
Lvons 92 


lis. 


S.P.  M. 


Herald 70 

lOliphant 72 


'XlTrust 

7s  and  5s. 


Expostulation...  92 

Frederick 94 

Goshen  90 

Sweet   Home 108 

Whiter     Than 
Snow  104 

lis  and  8s. 
Wareham 112 

lis  and  10s. 

Come  ye  discon- 
solate   90 

100  Wesley 94 

nol 

lis  and  12s. 


Regent  Square.. .112 

Dalston 48 'Sicilian  Hymn...  62  Paraclete 

Ziou 70 


62 


7s. 

Benevento  (D.)..  58 

Beulah  (D.) 58 

Blumenthal  (D.)  56 

Halle  (6  1.) 60 

Hendon 52 


8s,  7s  and  7s 
Harwell 64|Work.... 

8s,  7s  and  6s.   |  8 

Even  me 119, Contrast, 


7s,  6s,  7s,  5s. 


Revive  us  again.  98 

lis,  12s  and  10s. 

Sanctus  (Nica>a)  94 


12s. 


98|Scotland., 


PAGE. 

All  to  Christ  I  owe 102 

Beautiful  River 133 

Come  to  the  Saviour 125 

Coming  to  the  Cross 108 

Even  me 119 

Gloria  in  Fxcelsis .155 

Gloria  Patri 156 

Hail  to  the  brightness 94 

Heaven  is  my  home 106 

He  leadeth  me 131 

I  love  to  tell  the  story 110 

I'm  a  pilgrim 68 

1  hear  thy  welcome  voice 102 


PAGE. 

In  the  presence  of  the  King.. 118 
Jesus  of  Nazareth  passeth  by. 124 

Light  after  darkness 108 

Mine  Forever 68 

My  Prayer 128 

Not  hair  has  ever  been  told... 120: 

Oh  think  of  the  home 126 

Oh,  to  be  over  yonder 118 

Oh,  what  are  you  going  todo.l30| 

Rescue  the  perishing 115| 

Rest  for  the  weary 106 

Rejoice  and  be  glad 98 

Safe  in  the  arms  of  Jesus 116| 


PAGE* 

shall  we  gather  at  the  rlver...l38 

Shall  we  meet  bev'd  the  river.  129 

Sweet  By  and  By 182 

That  will  l>e  heaven 127 

The  great   Physician 128 

The  Lord  W  ill  provide 117 

The  Precious  Name 114 

Venite.  Kxultenuis,  Domino..  154 

"What  a  Friend 104 

Whiter  than  Snow 104 

Wondrous  love 112 

Why  do  you  wait 130 

Yield  not  to  temptation 122 

(157) 


INDEX  TO  FIRST  LINES. 


( Tht  reference  is  to  the  number  of  the  hymn.) 


212  Abide  with  me,  fast  falls  the  eventide 

18  A  broken  heart,  my  God,  my  King. 

77  According  to  thy  gracious  word. 

112  A  charge  to  keep  I  have. 

220  A  debtor  to  mercy  alone. 

72  Alas !  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed. 

45  All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus'  name. 
5  All  people  that  on  earth  do  dwell. 

71  Amazing  grace,  how  sweet  the  sound. 

75  Am  I  a  soldier  of  the  cross. 

235  A  mighty  fortress  is  our  God. 

43  Another  six  day's  work  is  done. 

108  A  parting  hymn  we  sing. 

56  Approach  my  soul  the  mercy-seat. 

180  Arise,  my  soul,  arise. 

327  Arise,  O  King  of  grace,  arise. 

26  Arm  of  the  Lord,  awake,  awake. 

223  Art  thou  weary,  art  thou  lanquid. 

126  Ask  ye  what  great  thing  I  know. 

20  Asleep  in  Jesus !  blessed  sleep. 
288  At  even  ere  the  sun  was  set. 
114  Awake,  and  sing  the  song. 

31  Awake,  my  soul,  to  joyful  lays. 

51  Awake,  my  soul,  stretch  every  nerve. 

3  Before  Jehovah's  awful  throne. 

269  Begone,  unbelief!  my  Saviour  is  near. 

21  Behold  a  stranger  at  the  door. 

328  Behold  the  glories  of  the  Lamb. 
294  Behold,  what  wondrous  grace. 
243  Be  joyful  in  God,  all  ye  lands. 

101  Blest  be  the  tie  that  binds. 
179  Blow  ye  the  trumpet,  blow. 

239  Bread  of  heaven,  on  thee  we  feed. 

127  Children  of  the  heavenly  King. 

345  Christian,  dost  thou  see  them? 

129  Christ,  of  all  my  hopes  the  ground. 
138  Christ  the  Lord  is  risen  again. 

124  Christ  the  Lord  is  risen  to-day. 

178  Come,  every  pious  heart. 

22  Come,  gracious  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove. 
87  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  come. 

62  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove. 

46  Come,  let  us  join  our  cheerful  songs. 
55  Come,  let  us  join  our  friends  above. 

130  Come,  my  soul,  thy  suit  prepare. 

346  Come,  sinners,  to  the  Gospel  feast. 

102  Come,  sound  his  praise  abroad. 
193  Come,  thou  almighty  King. 

149  Come,  thou  Fount  of  every  blessing. 

257  Come  to  the  Saviour. 

297  Come  unto  me,  ye  weary. 

105  Come,  we  that  love  the  Lord. 

206  Come,  ye  disconsolate,  where'er  ye. 

168  Come,  ye  sinners,  poor  and  wretched. 

162  Come,  ye  thankful  people,  come. 

172  Come,  ye  weary,  heavy-laden. 

301  Day  of  judgment,  day  of  wonders. 
(158) 


273  Deep  in  our  hearts  let  us  record. 

103  Did  Christ  o'er  sinners  weep. 

15  Dismiss  us  with  thy  blessing,  Lord 

197  Ever,  my  God,  with  me. 

308  Faith  !  'tis  a  precious  grace. 

76  Father  of  mercies !  in  thy  word. 

65  Father,  whate'er  of  earthly  bliss. 

337  Fear  not,  O  little  flock,  the  foe. 

293  Forever  with  the  Lord. 

339  For  thee,  O  dear,  dear  country. 

2  From  all  that  dwell  below  the  skies. 

27  From  every  stormy  wind  that  blows. 

186  From  Greenland's  icy  mountains. 

304  From  the  cross  uplifted  high. 

34  Gently,  Lord,  oh,  gently  lead  us. 

320  Give  to  the  winds  thy  fears. 

152  Glorious  things  of  thee  are  spoken. 

349  Glory  be  to  God  on  high. 
173  Glory  be  to  God  the  Father ! 

350  Glory  be  to  the  Father. 
194  Glory  to  God  on  high. 

10  Glory  to  thee,  my  God,  this  night. 
196  God  bless  our  native  land. 

322  God  calling  yet !  shall  I  not  hear. 

321  God  eternal,  mighty  King. 
285  God  in  the  Gospel  of  his  Son. 

94  God  is  love ;  his  mercy  brightens. 

63  God  is  the  refuge  of  his  saints. 

246  God  loved  the  world  of  sinners  lost. 

52  God  moves  in  a  mysterious  way. 

277  "  Go,  preach  my  Gospel,"  saith  the  Lord. 

113  Grace,  'tis  a  charming  sound. 

275  Gracious  Spirit,  Love  divine. 

11  Great  God,  to  thee,  my  evening  song. 
199  Great  God,  we  sing  that  mighty  hand. 

35  Great  God,  whose  universal  sway. 
167  Guide  me,  O  thou  great  Jehovah. 

153  Hail,  my  ever  blessed  Jesus. 
211  Hail  to  the  brightness. 

93  Hail  thou  once  despised  Jesus. 

188  Hail  to  the  Lord's  Anointed. 

323  Hark  !  a  thrilling  voice  is  sounding. 
128  Hark !  my  soul,  it  is  the  Lord. 

1~>1  Hark!  ten  thousand  harps  and  voices. 

53  Hark !  the  glad  sound,  the  Saviour. 
:i05  Hark !  the  herald  angels  sing. 

287  Hark  the  voice  of  Jesus  calling. 

166  Hark  the  voice  of  love  and  mercy. 

245  Hark !  what  mean  those  holy  voices. 

134  Hasten,  sinner,  to  be  wise. 

263  He  leadeth  me. 

136  High  in  yonder  realms  of  light. 

276  Holy  Bible!  Book  divine  ! 
148  Holy  Ghost,  the  Infinite. 

209  Holy,  holy,  holy,  Lord  God  Almighty. 

295  How  beauteous  are  their  feet. 

119  How  calm  and  beautiful  the  naorm. 


INDEX   TO   FIRST   LINE*. 
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96  How  did  rny  heart  rejoice  to  hear. 
204  How  firm  a  foundation,  ye  saint-. 
117  How  pleased  and  bleated  waa  I 
289  How  precious  is  the  book  divine. 

97  How  sad  our  state  by  nature  is. 
329  How  solemn  are  the  words. 

60  How  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus  sounds. 

325  Ho,  ye  thirsty,  come  to  Jesus. 

309  I  do  not  come  because  my  soul. 

66  If  human  kindness  meets  return. 

253  I  have  read  of  a  beautiful  city. 

2%  I  hear  the  words  of  love. 

227  I  hear  the  Saviour  say. 

226  I  hear  thy  welcome  voice. 

68  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say. 

190  I  know  no  life  divided. 
259  I  know  not  the  hour. 

14  I  know  that  my  Redeemer  lives. 

185  I  lay  my  sins  on  Jesus. 

42  I  love  the  volumes  of  thy  word. 

99  I  love  thy  kingdom,  Lord, 

240  I  love  to  tell  the  story.  • 

40  I'll  praise  my  Maker  with  my  breath. 

'     163  I'm  a  pilgrim,  and  I'm  a  stranger. 

234  I'm  but  a  stranger  here. 

88  I'm  not  ashamed  to  own  my  Lord. 

274  In  Christ  I've  all  my  soul's  desire. 

242  I  need  thee,  precious  Jesus. 

250  In  some  way  or  other  the  Lord  will  provide. 

233  In  the  Christian's  home  in  glory. 

147  In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory. 

191  In  the  hour  of  trial. 

7  In  thy  name,  O  Lord,  assembling. 

81  In  thy  great  name,  O  Lord,  we  come. 

84  It  is  not  death  to  die. 

160  I've  found  a  Friend ;  oh,  such  a  Friend. 

210  I  would  not  live  alway. 

123  Jerusalem,  my  happy  home. 

184  Jerusalem,  the  golden. 

12  Jesus,  and  shall  it  ever  be. 

332  Jesus  Christ  is  risen  to-day. 

150  Jesus,  hail !  enthroned  in  glory. 

307  Jesus,  I  live  to  thee. 

156  Jesus,  I  my  cross  have  taken. 

343  Jesus,  I  will  trust  thee. 

139  Jesus,  Lover  of  my  soul. 

8  Jesus  shall  reign  where'er  the  sun. 
74  Jesus,  the  very  thought  of  thee. 
73  Jesus,  these  eyes  have  never  seen. 

314  Jesus,  thou  art  the  sinner's  Friend. 

315  Jesus,  thou  Joy  of  loving  hearts. 

39  Jesus,  thy  blood  and  righteousness. 

9  Jesus,  thy  boundless  love  to  me. 
109  Jesus  who  knows  full  well. 

176  Join  all  the  glorious  names. 

29  Join  all  who  love  the  Saviour's  name. 

47  Joy  to  the  world,  the  Lord  is  come. 

28  Just  as  I  am,  without  one  plea. 

171  Keep  us  Lord,  oh,  keep  us  ever. 

221  T.^tn  kindly  light  amid  the  encircling. 


64  Let  children  hear  the  mighty  deeds. 

324  Let  me  but  bear  my  B&TiotU 

50  Let  songs  of  prai>e>  till  the  sky. 

236  Light  after  darkn.  M. 

116  Lo!  on  a  narrow  neck  of  land. 

153  Lord,  diakniai  u<  with  thy  )•]• 

33  Lord,  I  am  thine,  entirely  thine. 

252  Lord,  I  hear  of  show  ifog. 

230  Lord  Jesus,  I  long  to  be  perfectly  whole. 

120  Lord  of  my  life,  whose  tend.r  care. 

330  Lord  speak  to  me  that  I  may  speak. 
59  Lord  teach  us  how  to  pray  aright. 

157  Love  divine,  all  love  excelling. 

142  Love  of  Jesus,  all  divine. 

159  May  the  grace  of  Christ  the  Saviour. 

237  Mid  scenes  of  confusion  and  creature. 
260  More  holiness  give  me. 

201  More  love  to  thee,  O  Christ. 

146  Mourn  for  the  thousands  slain. 

326  Must  Jesus  bear  the  cross  alone. 

312  My  country,  'tis  of  thee. 

229  My  days  are  gliding  swiftly  by. 

16  My  dear  Redeemer  and  my  Lord. 

91  My  drowsy  powers  why  sleep  ye  so. 

195  My  faith  looks  up  to  thee. 

347  My  God,  how  endless  is  thy  love. 

313  My  God !  I  love  thee  not  because. 
213  My  heavenly  Father,  Saviour,  God. 
302  My  soul  repeat  his  praise. 

57  My  Saviour,  my  almighty  Friend. 

104  My  soul  be  on  thy  guard. 

219  No  more,  my  God,  I  boast  no  more. 

106  Not  all  the  blood  of  beasts. 
286  Now  be  the  Gospel  banner. 

125  Now  begin  the  heavenly  theme. 

144  Now  from  labor  and  from  care. 

280  Now  is  th'  accepted  time. 

30  Now  I  resolve  with  all  my  heart. 

37  Now  to  the  Lord,  who  makes. 

203  O  Bread  to  pilgrims  given. 

187  O  day  of  rest  and  gladness. 

267  O  Jesus,  I  have  promised. 

300  O  Jesus,  King  most  wonderful. 

3:36  O  Jesus,  thou  art  standing. 

169  O  my  soul,  what  means  this  sadness. 

107  Oh,  bless  the  Lord,  my  soul. 

232  Oh,  bliss  of  the  purified,  bliss  of. 

348  Oh,  come  let  us  sing  unto  the  Lord. 
115  Oh,  could  I  speak  the  matchless  worth. 
290  Oh,  do  not  let  the  word  depart. 

85  Oh,  for  a  heart  to  praise  my  God. 

48  Oh,  for  a  thousand  tongues  to  sing. 

342  Oh,  for  the  happy  hour. 

331  Oh,  happy  day,  that  fixed  my  choice. 
258  Oh,  think  of  the  home  over  there. 
251  Oh,  to  be  over  yonder. 

208  Oh,  turn  ye,  oh,  turn  ye,  for  why  will  ye  die. 

78  Oh,  what  amazing  words  of  grace. 

266  Oh,  what  are  you  going  to  do. 

Ill  Oh,  where  shall  rest  be  fouad. 


160 
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207  Oh,  worship  the  King,  all  glorious  above. 

164  O'er  the  gloomy  hills  of  darkness. 

335  Oft  in  danger,  oft  in  woe. 

225  One  sweetly,  solemn  thought. 

155  One  there  is  above  all  others. 

222  Onward,  Christian  soldiers. 

318  Our  children  thou  dost  claim. 

58  Our  God,  our  help  in  ages  past. 

69  Plunged  in  a  gulf  of  dark  despair. 

1  Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings. 

244  Praise  my  soul,  the  King  of  heaven. 

271  Praise  to  God,  immortal  praise. 

278  Praise  the  Lord,  his  glories  show. 

272  Prayer  is  the  soul's  sincere  desire. 

89  Raise  your  triumphant  songs. 

216  Rejoice  and  be  glad. 

67  Rejoice,  believer,  in  the  Lord. 

174  Rejoice,  the  Lord  is  King. 

248  Rescue  the  perishing. 

98  Revive  thy  work,  0  Lord. 

189  Rise,  my  soul,  and  stretch  thy  wings. 

143  Rock  of  ages,  cleft  for  me. 

145  Safely  through  another  week. 

249  Safe  in  the  arms  of  Jesus. 

49  Salvation!  oh,  the  joyful  sound. 

334  Saviour,  happy  would  I  be. 

238  Saviour,  like  a  shepherd  lead  us. 

298  Saviour,  visit  thy  plantation. 

198  Saviour,  when  in  dust  to  thee. 

333  Saviour,  when  night  involves  the  skies. 

306  Saviour,  who  thy  flock  art  feeding. 

38  Say  sinner,  hath  a  voice  within. 

311  See  Israel's  gentle  Shepherd  stand. 

265  Shall  we  gather  at  the  river. 

261  Shall  we  meet  beyond  the  river. 

132  Simply  trusting  every  day. 

218  Sing  of  Jesus,  sing  forever. 

141  Sinners  turn,  why  will  ye  die. 

131  Softly  now  the  light  of  day. 

110  Soldiers  of  Christ,  arise. 

44  So  let  our  lips  and  lives  express. 

344  Sometimes  a  light  surprises. 

291  Soon  may  the  last  glad  song  arise. 

200  Songs  of  praise,  the  angels  sang. 

205  Stand  fast  in  the  faith. 

279  Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord. 

36  Stand  up,  my  soul,  shake  off  thy  fears. 

182  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus. 

19  Sun  of  my  soul,  thou  Saviour  dear. 

13  Sweet  is  the  work,  my  God,  my  King. 

151  Sweet  the  moments,  rich  in  blessing. 

137  Take  my  life  and  let  it  be. 

247  Take  the  name  of  Jesus  with  you. 

241  Tell  me  the  old,  old  story. 

255  The  great  Phys'cian  now  is  near. 

92  The  head  that  once  was  crowned. 

32  The  Lord  himself  doth  condescend. 

177  The  Lord  Jehovah  lives. 


95  The  Lord's  my  Shepherd,  I'll  not  want. 

100  The  Lord  my  Shepherd  is. 

303  There's  a  Friend  for  little  children. 

215  There  is  a  green  hill  far  away. 

202  There  is  a  happy  land. 

340  There  is  an  hour  of  peaceful  rest. 
161  There  is  no  name  so  sweet  on  earth. 

70  There  is  a  fountain  filled  with  blood. 

54  There  is  a  land  of  pure  delight. 

264  There's  a  land  that  is  fairer  than  day. 

319  The  Saviour  kindly  calls. 

281  The  Spirit  in  our  hearts. 
214  The  voice  of  free  grace  cries. 

23  Thine  earthly  Sabbaths,  Lord. 
317  Thine  forever  God  of  love. 

338  This  is  not  my  place  of  resting. 

80  This  is  the  day  the  Lord  hath  made. 

282  Thou  art  the  Way,  to  thee  alone. 
270  Though  troubles  assail. 

292  Thou  only  Sovereign  of  my  heart. 

299  Thou,  whose  almighty  Word. 

121  Through  all  the  changing  scenes. 
228  Thy  way,  not  mine,  O  Lord. 

341  Thy  works,  not  mine,  O  Christ. 
25  T'is  finished,  so  the  Saviour  cried. 

82  To  our  Redeemer's  glorious  name. 
192  To  thee,  my  God  and  Saviour. 
224  To-day  the  Saviour  calls. 

181  Upward  I  lift  mine  eyes. 

135  Watchman  tell  us  of  the  night. 

175  We  give  immortal  praise. 

170  Welcome,  welcome,  dear  Redeemer. 

90  Welcome,  sweet  day  of  rest. 

217  We  praise  thee,  O  God. 

231  What  a  Friend  we  have  in  Jesus. 

140  What  are  these  in  bright  array. 

256  What  means  this  eager,  anxious  throng. 

41  What  sinners  value,  I  resign. 

118  When  all  thy  mercies,  O  my  God. 

122  When  gathering  clouds  around. 

17  When  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross. 

83  When  languor  and  disease  invade. 
133  When  we  cannot  see  our  way. 

6  Where  two  or  three  with  sweet  accord. 

61  Whilst  thee  I  seek  protecting  Power. 

284  While  with  ceaseless  course  the  sun. 

262  Why  do  you  wait,  dear  brother. 

79  Why  should  the  children  of  a  King. 

24  With  all  my  powers  of  heart  and  tongue. 

283  Witness,  ye  men  and  angels  now. 
183  Work  for  the  night  is  coming. 

316  Ye  Christian  heralds,  go  proclaim. 

4  Ye  nations  round  the  earth,  rejoice. 

268  Ye  servants  of  God,  your  Master  proclaim. 

310  Yes  we  part,  but  not  forever. 

165  Yes,  we  trust  the  day  is  breaking. 

254  Yield  not  to  temptation. 

86  Your  harps,  ye  trembling  saints. 
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THE  "I  AM"  OF  JESUS. 


58, 


Before  Ahraham  was.  1  am.  "—John  8. 
I  am  the  Light  of  the  world."— John 

K  12. 

'•  I  am  the  Door."— John  10.  7. 

••  I  am  the  Wav,  and  the  Truth,  and  the 
Life.'*— John  14.6. 

'•  1  am  the  living  Bread."— John  G.  51. 

'■  1  am  the  Bread  of  Life."— John  6. 35, 48. 

"  1  am  the  true  Vine."— John  15.  1. 

"I  am  the  good  Shepherd."— John  10. 
11,  14. 

"  I  am  the  Resurrection  and  the  Life." — 
John  11.  25. 


"lam  with  you  alway."— Mat.  28.  20. 

"  1  am  with  the.'."' — Acts  1*.  10. 

"There  am  1  in  the  midsl  of  them."— 
Mat.  18.  20 

"  1  am  Alpha  and  I  >m«  iga,  the  beginning 
and  the  ending  '"  — Kev.  1.  ,«-. 

••  l  am  the  fin!  and  the  last."— Rer.  LIT. 

"  l  am  from  above."  "  l  am  not  of  this 
world."' — Fohn 

"  1  am  he  that  liveth."— Bev.  1.  18. 

"  1  am  Jesus  whom  thou  persecutes!  "— 
Acts  9.  5. 

"Be  with  me  where  I  am."— John  17. 
24. 


THE  ''ME"  OF  JESUS. 


"  Ye  believe  in  God,  believe  also  in  Me." 
—John  14.  1. 

"All  things  are  delivered  unto  Me." — 
Mat.  11.27. 

"  All  power  is  given  unto  Me  in  heaven 
and  in  earth."— Mat  28. 18. 

"  He  that  hath  seen  Me  hath  seen  the 
Father."— John  14  9. 

"  Whosoever  liveth  and  believeth  on  Me 
shall  never  die  "—John  11.  l>6. 

"  He  that  believeth  on  Me  hath  everlast- 
ing life."  -John  6.  47. 

"Come  unto  Me,  all  ye  that  labour  and 
are  heavy  laden."— Mat.  11.  28. 

"Him  that  cometh  to  Me  I  will  in  no- 
wise cast  out  "—John  G.  37. 

"  He  that  cometh  to  Me  shall  not  hun- 
ger.'—John  6  35. 

''He  that  believeth  on  Me  shall  never 
thirst."— John  6.  35. 

"  No  man  cometh  to  the  Father  but  by 
Me."— John  14.  6. 

"In  Me  ve  may  have  peace."— John  16. 
33. 

"  By  Me  if  any  man  enter  in,  he  shall  bo 
saved  "—John  10.  9. 

"  Follow  Me."— Mat.  8.  22;  9.  9;  Mark  8. 
34;  10.21;  John  21.  22. 

"Follow  Me,  and  1  will  make  you  fish- 
ers of  men."— Mat.  5.  19. 

"  He  that  followeth  Me  shall  not  walk 
in  darkness."— John  8.'  12. 

"  They  follow  Me:  and  I  give  unto  them 
eternal  life" — Tohn  10.  _'7. 

"Abide  in  Mo  and  1  in  you."  — John 
15.4. 


"He  thatabidethin  Me  and  I  in  him."— 
John  15  5,  7. 

'•  Apart  from  Me  ye  can  do  nothing." — 
John  15.  6. 

"  As  thou  Father  art  in  Me,  and  I  in 
thee."— John  17.  21. 

"He  that  eateth  Me.  he  also  shall  live 
because  of  Me." — John  6  57. 

"  Suffer  the  little  children  to  come  unto 
Me."— Mark  10.  14. 

"  Learn  of  Me."— Mat.  11.  20.  "  Whoso- 
ever will  come  after  Me."— Mark  8.  34. 

"Ye  have  done  it  unto  Me."— Mat.  25. 
2.",  40.  "  Yo  did  it  not  to  Me."— -Mat.  25. 
4.',  45. 

"If  any  man  serve  Me,  let  him  follow 
Me."— John  li'.  26. 

"He  that  receiveth  you,  receiveth  Me." 
—Mat.  10.  40. 

"  He  that  loveth  father  or  mother  more 
than  Me."— Mat.  111.  37. 

"  He  that  is  not  with  Me  is  against  Me." 
—Mat.  12.  30. 

"  He  that  gathereth  not  with  Me,  scat- 
tered."—Mat    12.  30. 

"  Whosoever  shall  bo  ashamed  of  Me." 
—Mark  8.  38. 

"  I  if  I  be  lifted  up  will  draw  all  men 
unto  Me." — John  12.  32. 

"  Whosoever  shall  confess  Mo  before 
men  "—.Mat.  10.  32. 

"  Ye  shall  be  witnesses  unto  Me."— Acts 
1.8. 

"If  a  man  love  Me,  ho  will  keep  my 
words." — John  1 1   23. 

"  T<  .-day  ahalt  thou  bo  with  Me  in  para- 
dise."—Luke  2 


BELIEVERS  SAVED. 


"He that  believeth  on  me  hath  everlast- 
ing life." — John  6.  47.  "  I  give  unto  them 
eternal  life  and  they  shall  never  perish." 
— Tohn  10.  28.  "  Because  I  live,  yo  shall 
live  also." — Tohn  14.  19;  11.  26. 

"  He  that  believeth  on  the  Son  hath  ev- 
erlasting life."— John  3.  16,  36.  "And  shall 
not  come  into  condemnation:  but  is  passed 
from  death  unto  life  "—John  5.  L'l. 

•*  Whosoever  believeth  that  Jesus  is  the 
Christ  is  born  of  God  " — 1  John  5. 1.  "  Be- 
loved, now  are  we  the  sons  of  God." — 1 
John  3.  2.  "We  know  that  we  have 
passed  from  death  unto  life."  —  1  John 
3.14. 


"  And  this  la  the  record,  thnt  God  hath 
given  to  us  eternal  life."  — " These  things 

have  I  written  unto  you  that  beliei 
the  name  of  the  Son  of  God:  that  ye  may 
know  that  yo  have  eternal  life."— 1  John 
6.  10-13. 

"Giving  thanks  unto  the  Father,  which 
hath  made  us  meet  to  be  partaken  of  the 
inheritance  of  the  saints  in  light;   who 

hath  delivered  OS  irom  the  power  of  dark- 
ness, and  hath  translated  us  Into  the  king- 
dom Of  h:s  dear  Son:  in  whom  .ve  havo 
redemption  through  his  blood,  even  the 
forgiveness  of  sins."— Col.  1. 1- — 14. — Kom. 
8.  1,  38,  39;  5.  1. 


COMFORT  FOR  THE  SICK. 


The  Scripture  and  Song  Comforter.    A  new  selection 

of  verses  and  hymns  for  each  day  in  the  month.  This  selec- 
tion of  words  of  warning  and  supplication  and  precept  and 
promise  will  be  a  very  desirable  supplement  to  the  ''Silent 
Comforters"  already  published  by  the  Union.  Although 
somewhat  larger  than  the  others,  it  will  be  sold  at  the  same 
price,  75  cents. 

The  Silent  Comforter  No.  1.     For  every  household,  for 
tents,  hospitals  or  the  sick-chamber,  school-room,  etc.     Large 
folio  sheets,  with  text  in  large  type,  bound  in  book-form  to j 
hang  upon  the  wall,  and  so  arranged  as  to  be  changed  every 
day  in  the  month.     Price,  75  cents. 

The  Silent  Comforter  No.  2 ;  or,  The  Green  Pastures. 

Being  select  verses  containing  prophecy  and  promise  and 
solace  and  comfort.     Price,  75  cents. 

The  Silent  Comforter  No.  3.  From  the  Psalms.  Pre- 
pared in  a  similar  manner  to  the  above,  but  with  the  texts 
taken  solely  from  the  Psalms.     Price,  75  cents. 

These  Silent  Comforters  yield  true  incentives  to  right  living,  and  to  the  aged 
and  the  sick  they  are  the  sweet  messengers  of  peace  and  hope. 

Choice  Hymns.  A  companion  to  any  one  of  the  four  Com- 
forters. Prepared  in  the  same  manner.  Price,  by  mail,  75 
cents. 
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